\':a 


''%'>/        ^^ 

■ftJ^k^BM 

:      :4  , 

r-ife^-  • 

S 

^ 

.   ,.-%-^l 

^ 

^^^ 

^^^ 


t:^ 


^  1 


(/.;^): 


-^'jru* 


f 


.^ 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2010  with  funding  from 

Royal  St.  George's  College 


http://www.archive.org/details/georgian19821983stge 


ST.  GEORGE'S  COLLEGE 
120  HOWLAND  AVENUE 
TORONTO,  ONTARIO 
M5R  3B5 
(416)  533-9481 


,J^!E!iii^-51!IE^J^, 


^ 


In  JuiK-  1983,  Da\iiJ  Michael  Gordon  (SGf  1976-82, 
USMA  Class  of  '86)  prescnicd  St.  George's  College 
wiih  a  ceremonial  sword  in  recognition  of  the 
education  he  had  been  gi\en. 


FROM  THE  HEADMASTER'S  STUDY 


My  fellow  Georgians, 

As  I  review  the  events  of  the  year 
just  completed,  I  cannot  help  but 
conclude  that  it  has  been  one  of  the 
most  active  and  rewarding  in  our 
nineteen-year  history. 

Early  in  the  fall  term  the  Choir 
launched  the  sale  of  its  new 
recording  of  the  Festival  of  Lessons 
and  Carols,  and  within  the  brief 
span  of  a  few  weeks  had  sold  two 
thousand  copies.  Shortly  thereafter 
came  an  invitation  from  the  CBC  to 
televise  our  annual  carol  service  at 
St.  James'  Cathedral.  It  was  broad- 
cast coast  to  coast  on  Christmas 
Eve,  and  again  on  Christmas  Day  - 
an  event,  I  am  sure,  which  was 
immensely  gratifying  to  us  all. 
During  Advent  the  Choir  sang  at  a 
number  of  special  events  in  the  city, 
in  February  at  the  funeral  of  the 
former  Primate,  the  Most  Reverend 
Howard  Clark,  while  in  the  Spring 
Term  the  boys  of  the  choir  polished 
up  their  repertoire  for  their  June 
trip  to  Venice,  Florence,  Rome,  and 
Paris.  I  am  deeply  grateful  for  the 
honour  our  chapel  choir  has 
brought  to  the  school  over  these 
many  years. 

This  year  St.  George's  College 
inaugurated  and  sponsored  an 
Independent  Schools'  Music 
Festival.  The  brain-child  of  Dr. 
Barlow,  our  Junior  School  Prin- 
cipal, it  was  organized  and  directed 
by  Mr.  Derek  Demierre,  of  our 
Instrumental  Music  Department. 
On  April  7th  some  570  boys  and 
girls  from  fifteen  schools  across  the 
province  gathered  at  Massey  Hall, 
and  before  a  full  house,  performed 
a  concert  of  choral  and  instrumental 
music  which  delighted  everyone  who 
heard  it.  Such  enthusiasm  was 
expressed  by  the  participants  that  it 
has  been  decided  that  this  event  is  to 
become  an  annual  one  -  a  pleasant 
change,  1  think,  from  the  usual 
rivalries  of  the  playing  fields,  the 


hockey  rinks,  and  the  basketball 
courts. 

The  latter  are,  of  course,  good 
and  welcome  parts  of  the  life  of  any 
school,  for  they  sharpen  wits  and 
add  another  dimension  to  self- 
realization.  In  our  team  sports  this 
year  we  have  accomplished  a  good 
deal:  What  was  probably  the  best 
basketball  team  the  School  so  far 
has  produced  came  within  ten  points 
of  winning  the  ISAA  championship 
and  our  Senior  track  team  put  in 
champion  performances  at  the 
Quaker  Relays  this  spring.  Our 
under-fourteen  soccer  team  won  all 
ten  games  they  played,  and  our 
under-thirteen  hockey  team  won  the 
independent  schools  Cross-Canada 
championship,  while  our  under- 
sixteen  soccer  lost  only  two  games  in 
a  twelve-game  schedule,  and  the 
under-thirteen  basketball  missed  the 
ISAA  championship  by  only  two 
points.  A  fine  record  indeed. 

Anyone  who  attended  any  of  the 
total  of  ten  dramatic  productions 
put  on  by  the  School  during  the 
course  of  the  year  knows  that 
dramatic  art  is  on  the  upswing  at  St. 
George's.  They  involved  directly 
more  than  a  quarter  of  the  student 
body!  Much  of  the  credit  for  this 
must  go  to  our  untiring  and  ever- 
enthusiastic  chaplain,  Fr.  Michael 
Burgess,  whose  theatrical  pro- 
fessionalism inspired  the  finest 
productions  1  have  seen  in  the 
school.  Especially  memorable,  I 
think,  were  "The  Lion  in  Winter" 
and  the  dual  production  in  the  final 
term  of  Fr.  Pegler's  "The  Summit", 
directed  by  Jeff  Latimer,  and  "Trial 
By  Jury",  but  on  with  the  girls  from 
Havergal,  with  the  dramatic  aspects 
coached  by  Father  Michael,  and  the 
musical  end  of  things  coached  and 
accompanied  by  Mr.  Demierre.  As 
the  director  of  the  first  play  our 
school  ever  staged  -  a  little  one-actor 
called  "The  Reluctant  Dragon"  (II 
seemed  appropriate  at  the  time.)  -  1 


am  deeply  grateful  for  this  new 
interest  and  enthusiasm. 

But  all  this  is  just  part  of  the 
extra-curricular  life  of  the  School, 
albeit  a  very  important  and 
educative  one  -  one  that  nourishes 
and  enriches.  The  curricular  part,  I 
rather  think,  we  take  for  granted, 
what  with  its  nearly  six  hours  of 
class  work  per  day,  hours  of  home- 
work (for  some,  at  least!)  at  night, 
and  what  might  seem  an  endless 
number  of  term  papers  to  be 
researched,  written,  and  handed  in 
at  their  appointed  time.  All  of  it, 
however,  is  a  most  necessary  part  of 
laying  the  foundations  of  our  lives, 
and  those  who  have  given  them- 
selves over  to  the  work  at  hand 
know  that  it  has  its  own  satis- 
factions and  rewards. 

To  all  of  you  who  have  entered 
enthusiastically  and  without  stint 
into  the  widely  varied  life  that  the 
School  has  to  offer,  both  inside  the 
classroom  and  out,  my  con- 
gratulations and  thanks,  for  it  is  you 
who  make  St .  George's  great ! 

In  closing  let  me  say,  on  your 
behalf  a  word  of  farewell  to  those 
who  are  leaving  us  -  Fr.  Arthur 
Pegler,  Mr.  Victor  Clayton,  and  as 
fine  a  body  of  graduates  as  1  have 
known.  To  all  of  them  1  say, 
"Thank  you  for  a  job  well  done." 

Sincerely  yours, 
J.D.  Allen 


REPORT  OF  THE  JUNIOR 
SCHOOL  PRINCIPAL 


Over  the  past  tour  years  that  I 
have  been  Principal,  I  have  tried  a 
number  of  approaches  to  this 
report.  My  first  attempt  was  a 
description  of  the  hfe  cycle  of  a 
white  termite  living  in  Ethiopia.  1 
compared  its  nest  behaviour  to 
that  of  the  College.  Basically,  the 
reaction  was  non-existent,  but 
those  who  did  comment  on  it  did 
so  with  an  implication  that  they 
thought  it  very  strange. 

Consequently,  I  then  decided 
that  I  would  use  this  annual 
presentation  to  report  events  from 
the  school  year.  Two  years  of 
doing  that  constituted  a  distinct 
embarrassment.  Since  the  report  is 
written  early  in  the  year,  many 
events  I  announced  never  took 
place.  This  led  to  some  brutal 
editing  that  left  sentences  truncated 
in  the  middle  and  meanings 
jumbled.  1  have,  therefore,  come 
to  the  conclusion  that,  in  view  of  a 
reaction  to  my  annual  report  that 
is  non-existent  or  disquieting,  1 
will  in  future  write  to  enjoy  and 
indulge  myself,  choosing  whatever 
topic  interests  me  that  year. 

This  year,  1  have  selected  the 
exciting  life  history  of  the  sea 
anemone  Anthopleura  elegan- 
tissima.  This  creature  lives  in  a 
group  of  genetically  identical 
members  and  yei  seems  capable  o\' 


Needs  Anemones?" 

distinguishing  itself  from  an  enemy 
or  other  groups  with  different 
genetic  make-ups.  This  ability  has 
great  significance  toward  the 
understanding  of  the  human 
immune  system.  Its  ability  to  tell 
"self"  from  "non-self"  parallels 
the  human  system  that  recognizes 
and  defends  itself  against  invading 
bacteria  and  \iruses  and  causes 
rejection  of  organ  transplants 
because  they  are  different  from 
"self".  Sea  anemones  are  animals 
that  look  like  flowers.  They  live 
underwater  fi.xed  to  rocks,  and 
sprout  tentacles.  Some  of  the 
tentacles  on  an  Anthopleura 
e  1  e  g  a  n  t  i  s  s  i  m  a  are  h  i  g  h  1  >' 
specialized.  In  the  presence  of 
other  anemones,  these  tentacles 
inflate.  When  one  of  them  touches 
an  inanimate  object  or  fellow 
anemone  of  the  same  genetic  type 
nothing  happens.  But,  if  it  touches 
an  unrelated  anemone,  numerous 
stinging  cells  in  the  tentacle  fire 
micro-harpoons  that  inject  toxins 
into  the  stranger,  it  has  been 
discovered  that  this  attack  occurs 
immediately  after  electrical  activity 
in  the  tentacle.  It  appears  that 
substances  on  the  invading 
anemone  react  with  receptor 
regions  on  the  defending 
anemone's  tentacle.  This  excites 
the    recepior^.     and     an    electrical 


message  triggers  the  discharge  of 
poisons.  These  toxins  can  cause  the 
foreign  anemone  to  lose  its  grip  on 
its  rock  and  to  be  swept  away  by 
the  tide.  This  has  led  to  the 
speculation  that  similar 
mechanisms  may  be  active  in  the 
auto-immune  system  of  human 
beings  and  thus  valuable  in- 
formation may  be  learned  about 
those  diseases  which  involve  a 
break-down  of  the  auto-immune 
system. 

There  are,  I  believe,  three 
lessons  to  be  learned  from  this 
research  into  the  lowly  anemone: 
First,  it  is  an  example  of  the 
continuing  application  of  pure 
science  to  practical  solutions  of 
problems.  Second,  it  is  a 
demonstration  of  the  sheer  joy  of 
accumulation  of  knowledge  which 
motivates  scientists  in  the  drudgery 
of  research.  Finally,  it  is  the 
glorification  of  the  triumph  of 
reason  So  much  of  modern  society 
seems  dedicated  to  emotional 
argument  in  decision-making,  and 
so  often  do  we  see  the  success  of 
books  and  television  shows 
dedicated  to  the  occult,  astrology, 
Bermuda  Triangle,  and  a  belief  in 
UFO's,  that  we  need  a  constant 
reminder  that  we  really  have 
progressed  out  of  the  dark  ages. 
We  have  come  to  an  age  which  so 
worships  the  instinctual  that  it  has 
become  anti-rational.  It  is  no 
wonder  we  have  seen  reason  and 
lucidity  sink  to  their  lowest  level  of 
esteem  since  man  came  down  from 
the  trees.  We  have  seen  how 
readily  the  same  society  that  has 
witnessed  the  greatest  scientific 
advances  in  history  grasps  at  half- 
truths  to  justify  concepts  of  an- 
cient astronauts  rather  than  to 
accept  the  rational  ac- 
complishments of  ancient  man.  I 
am  not  suggesting  that  there  is  no 
place  for  passion  and  emotion 
(motivation  comes  from  the  same 
root)  but  rather  that  it  is  a  platonic 
horse  to  be  controlled  b\  the 
charioteer  of  reason. 

Kierkegaard  best  expresses  my 
concern  that  St.  George's  College 
offer  an  education  based  on  the 
triumph  of  reason.  "When  truth 
conquers  with  the  help  of  ten 
thousand  yelling  men,  even  sup- 
posing that  that  which  is  vi:iorious 
is  truth;  with  the  torm  and  manner 
of  the  \ictory,  a  far  greater  un- 
truth is  \ictorious." 


STAFF/ 
STUDENTS 


mm 


Gordon  Lee  -  The  only  way  to  get  rid 
of  temptation  is  to  yield  to  it. 

-  Oscar  Wilde. 


Andre  Czegledy-Nagy  - 

"On  a  music  box 
I'll  dance ... 
Nothing  lasts, 
Nothing  lasts ..." 

-  Steve  Strange 
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Marc  McAree  -  Keep  smiling, 
people  will  wonder  what  you  have 
been  up  to. 


Robert  Taylor 


Mark  Burden  -  True,  1  think  there- 
fore I  am,  but  what  I  think  is  who  I 
am  ...  any  what,  To  be  or  not  to  be  is 
still  the  question. 


Mark  Yelle  -  The  rule  of  my  life  is  to 
maice  business  a  pleasure  and  plea- 
sure my  business.  Long  live  Allah! 


David  Batten  -  Although  David  is 
not  a  member  of  the  Honours 
Society,  he  possesses  an  uncanny 
knack  for  choosing  the  perfect  wine 
to  serve  with  any  meal. 


John  Conforzi  -  "They  who  go  feel 
not  the  pain  of  parting;  it  is  they 
who  stay  behind  that  suffer." 

-  Longfellow 


Scott    Lewis    -    You    can    onh 
things  just  so  seriously. 


take  Tim  Jewell  -  If  wo  consider  thai  which 

fills  space  to  be  removed,  there  would 
siill  bo  the  moiric  space,  which  would 
determine  the  inortial  behaviour  of  a 
bodv  introduced  muo  it. 
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Michael  Kostiuk  -  Have  Dad's  credit 
card,  will  travel! 

-  Stien 


Andrew  Lefeuvre  -  Memories:  R. 
Madness,  Zorko,  Rebel  Yelle, 
'gems'.  Vera,  Peer  Pressure,  M. 
divers,  Golden,  Barney  Trooper 
Dolphin  d..  Towing  the  line  -  Who's 
been  calling  Rockwood?  Oh,  Ian 
I've  got  a  surprise  for  you. 


Tony  Wilson  - 
"Spar  wid  me,  spar  wid  me 
I  don't  need  no  bad  company 
1  hope  you  will  agree 
No  matter  where  you  be 
A  man  ah  should  always  feel  free" 
-  Ranking  Roger 


James  Brebner  -  Recipe  suggestions: 
Tread  lightly  on  the  grass  boys;  never 
try  to  dig  to  China;  and  may  the  wind 
always  be  at  your  back.  (I've  finished 
breakfast,  it's  time  for  lunch). 


Andrew  Walker  -  ...  experience  is  the 
name  everyone  gives  to  his  mistakes. 

-Oscar  Wilde  (1982) 
I  have  no  experience 

-Andrew  Walker  (1982) 


Michael  Wynn  -  "I'd  rather  be  laugh- 
ing ..." 


Kevin  Smith  -  Get  a  job  and  a  haircut. 
You're  a  mess. 


Tim  Watson  -  "You've  got  to  get  in 
logct  out" 
"Sail  away,  away 
ripples  never  come  back 
They've  gone  to  the 
other  side" 

-Genesis 


David  Woolicombe  -  Rebels  don't 
put  quotes  in  yearbooks. 


Pat  Hawkins  - 
There  is  so  much  to  lite 
Tliai  we  ha\c  yet  to  live; 
There  is  so  much  to  give 
To  each  day! 
Irom  "New  Hori/ons". 
OYP  '83 


Rob  Anthony  -  Being  Obnoxious! 
Sarcasm!  12  oz.  curls!  Soccer  Games? 
Hockey  Games?  Well,  at  least  Track 
Meets!  Thanx  for  the  good  times! 


Chris  Golding  -  "He  who  wants  to 
succeed  should  learn  how  to  fight,  to 
strive,  and  to  suffer." 

Bruce  Lee 


Stephen  MclVIath  -  When  I  feel  like 
studying,  1  lie  down  'til  the  feeling 
goes  away.  Long  hve  the  goat  but 
don't  forget  the  canary. 


Andrew  Merrick  -  To  leave  is  to  die 
a  Utile 

To  die  to  what  we  care  about. 
We  leave  giving  a  bit  of  ourselves 
Wherever  we  have  been. 


Andrew  Knight  -  It  is  best  we  bear 
what  can't  be  altered. 

Epistolae 


Sean  Hayes  -  "Abandon  all  hope,  ye 
who  enter" 

-  Dante's  Inferno 


Rob  Jensen  - 

1  turned  to  look  but  it  was  gone 

1  cannot  put  my  finger  on  it  now 

The  child  has  grown 

the  dream  has  gone 

-  Roger  Waters 


Peter  Frampton  -  Peter's  life  is  like 
a  window-pane:  He  does  nothing  all 
day  but  is  destined  to  be  smushed 
come  nightfall." 


Brent  Routledge  -  As  soon  as  the 
bomb  is  working  I'm  sure  my  party 
shall  come  to  power. 


Stephen  Amies 


Stephen  Lee  -  If  anyone  doesn't  know 
how  to  tell  us  apart,  I'm  the  humbler 
twin,  I'm  the  better  one  of  course,  I  just 
don't  talk  about  it. 


William  Walters  - 1  take  it  that  no  man  is 
educated  who  has  never  dallied  with  the 
thought  of  suicide. 


Ian  Crassweller  -  "Where's  the  rcsi  of 
me?" 

(The  title  of  Ronald  Reagan's  autobio- 
graphy) 


Eric  Pringle  -  "Term,  holidays,  term, 
holidays,  till  wc  leave  school  then  work, 
work,  work  till  we  die." 

(C.C.  Lewis) 
Skiing  sounds  better. 


Graeme  Morphy  -  My  bill  please!  I'm 
checking  out!  I'm  going  back  to  where 
I've  never  been. 


Bill  Jackes  -  When  you're  looking  behind 
you,  you  don't  know  what's  in  front  of 
you.  You  can  fall  down  a  lot  that  way. 
Thanks  for  the  friends  SGC. 


Jeff  Latimer  -  "You  ain't  a  beauty  but 
hey  you're  alright" 

(Springsteen). 
Thanks  SGC  for  fantastic  staff  and  fan- 
tastic times. 


David  Burrows  -  Work  fascinates  me.  I 
can  sit  and  look  at  it  for  hours. 


Andrew  Abouchar  -  "Let  us  then  act 
compassionately  on  that  which  we  have 
discerned  to  be  right,  to  make  the  world  a 
better  place,  for  us  and  those  less  gener- 
ously endowed  than  we." 


Ian  Taylor  -  "He  learned  the  arts  of  rid- 
ing, fencing,  gunnery  and  how  to  scale  a 
fortress  -  or  a  nunnery." 

(Lord  Byron) 


Allan  Howard  -  "You  only  live  once,  but 
if  you  live  right,  once  is  enough." 


Dale  Thomson  -  "Intelligence  appears  to 
be  the  thing  that  enables  man  to  get  along 
without  education  -  and  therefore  educa- 
tion without  intelligence." 


THE  PREFECTS 
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BACK  ROW:  Ian  Crassucllcr.  Jeff  I  atimer,  Kevin  Smilh,  Graeme  Morphy,  David  Woollcombc. 

FRONT  ROW:  Eric  Pringle,  Andrew  Merrick,  Sie\c  McMaili.  Bill  Jackes,  Rob  Anlhonv,  Michael  Kosliuk. 


This  year  was  a  great  success.  The  Prefects  par- 
ticipated in  every  aspect  of  the  school,  from  grade  4 
tackle  10  Prefect-room  bulldog.  We  even  put  in  a  little 
R.&F.  on  the  side  and  still  had  time  to  impress  the 
hoards  in  the  school's  first  musical. 

The  accomplishments  were  endless  this  year,  thanks 
to  the  enthusiasm  of  all  the  Prefects.  We  put  up  our 
now  famous  S.G.C.  slogan  on  the  east  side  of  the  gym, 
organized  the  first  (and  probably  the  last,  since  the 
school  is  running  out  of  walls)  House  Painting 
Competition,  which  greatly  added  to  the  colour  of  the 
school.  Other  e\ents  include  a  school  cross-country 
run,  a  money  raising  Tarragon  Theatre  Night,  and  our 
highly  successful  Tirips  week. 

The  end  result  of  these  events,  as  well  as  our  par- 
ticipation on  the  ice,  on  the  basketball  court,  and  on 
the  cement  (the  north  campus)  was  highly  gratifying  for 
all  of  us.  We  have  improved  and  heightened  the  spirit 
oi  the  school  immenseU,  and  I  am  sure  this  hard 
working  and  energetic  attitude  will  be  carried  through 
to  next  year's  gang. 

Thanks  goes  out  to  all  the  students  and  the  staff  for 
making  our  jobs  enjovable.  Have  fun  in  1983-84  and 
remeinber,  this  ain't  your  average  academic  insiiiuiion. 

-Bill  Jackes  (Head  Prefect)  and  the 
rest  of  the  Gang. 
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Mr.  Allen  -  Hmmm 


Mr.  Bradley  -  I've  heard  that  one  before. 


(-X-'-  ■  A^. 


low  - 1  i^ear  Pierre  Cardin. 

s 


Mr.     Bryant     -     Fripp, 
don't  slouch! 


Mr.  Birkett  ■ 
Pourquoi? 


^ 


f 


Cal  -  Lester  go  home. 


The  body  that  needs  10  hats. 


^  — V  \ 

Mr.  D'Arcy-  m. 

\\  hen  the  chips  are  down,  don'i  touch  my  terniinals.  ^ 


Mr.Ha-.UMi 
1  cotta  to  be 


1 


«||, 


Mr.  Doiin  - 

There's  an  ameoba  in  my  soup 


.   Mr.  Ackley  - 
^   We've    been    happily    married    for 
^      three  years. 
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4 
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Mr.  Stevenson  - 
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Ah,  I  think  my  children  threw  your  essays  in  the 

1 

fireplace. 
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^^HMr.  O'Meara  - 
^^H   I  kid  you  not! 

F 

Mr.  McElroy  - 
Transylvania  is  not  dead. 
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Mrs,  Kcrcsicci  -  I  am  iheof-     ^ 
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Mr.  Rutherford  -  It  came  from  the  Fringes. 


TWELVE  ■  H 


BACK  ROW:  Andrew  Swinden,  Stephen  Bolton,  Brian  Lomax,  Scott  Lambert,  Sean  Gabbidon-Norman,  Kevin  Eden. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Jamie  Thompson,  John  Matthews,  Scott  McLellan,  Mart;  Godfrey,  WiMiam  Henry,  Thomas  Palo,  David  Tanovieh,  Mr.  G.  Haslett. 

FRONT  ROW:  Lester  Hiral<i,  Harald  Koch,  John  Stephenson,  Michael  Rose,  George  Hodjera,  Andrew  Pace,  Patrick  Yam. 

ABSENT:  Harty  McKeown. 
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Excerpted  from  "One  Flew  Over 
St.  George's  Nest" 

...  Gotta  get  out  of  here.  Place 
is  starting  to  gel  to  me.  8:25  and  3 
seconds.  You're  late!  Go  see  Mr. 
McMasier.  It's  the  Big  Teacher. 
Grinning  under  the  moustache  like 
a  fox  with  the  chicken  feathers  still 
stuck  to  his  mouth.  Blood  dripping 
on  the  stereo.  Put  on  some  Beat. 
No  man,  the  StonesI  Gotta  get 
out  ... 


•••••• 


Oh,  no.  Wednesday.  Business 
Game.  Veins  standing  out  in 
everybody's  neck,  eyes  bugging 
out.  Did  I  make  a  profit?  Hey  Bill, 
we  had  a  deal!  Daggers  out,  a 
bloodied  corpse  left  in  the  corner. 


••*•*• 


At  the  weekly  therapy  sessions,  a 
couple  of  us  complain.  Let  us  out! 
We're  not  crazy!  Now,  now,  they 
reply.  What  about  that  party  you 
had  for  Karl  Marx?  And  the  one 
for  China?  And  "Shave  Lester" 
day?  (That  was  a  good  one.  Bzzz!) 
Are  you  quite  sure  you're  ready  to 
function  in  ordinary  society?  No 
see,  1  can  explain.  Well?  Well,  it's 
just  ...  oh,  forget  it. 

Never  gonna  get  out. 

Stephen  Bolton 
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TWELVE  ■  W 


BACK  ROW:  Stewart  Istvan,  Walden  Ross,  David  Lyon,  Peter  Hull,  Charles  Magyar,  Drew  Fiala,  Guy  Rideout,  Michael  Dames. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Paul  Hawkins,  Roger  Cattell,  Scott  Bindon,  Greg  Petkovich,  Graeme  Egan,  Alexei  Marcilio,  Mr.  Wilson. 
FRONT  ROW:  Jeffrey  Ruscica,  Paul  Mann,  Chris  Alexander,  Robert  Benzie,  Mark  Clarke,  David  Brake. 
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"If  Cinderella  has  a  fairy 
godmother,  so  do  well!"  These 
immortal  words  of  the  class 
"Blackball"  prompted  a  letter 
from  12-W  to  their  fairy  god- 
mother. 

Dear  Madame  Fairy  Godmother 

If  you  belong  to  the  same 
organization  as  Cinderella's  fairy 
godmother,  who  turned  mice  into 
men  and  pumpkins  into  coaches, 
we  might  still  have  a  hope  to  save 
our  cult. 

We  have  our  own  little  cult 
which  is  "far  from  orthodox"  as 
most  of  the  religious  authorities 
believe.  We  are  devout  worshippers 
of  anything  spastic,  and  our  motto 
is  "Spaaaas!!!"  Our  scriptures  are 
still  in  their  early  stages.  We  all 
will  write  a  book  and  compile  one 
big  book  which  we  will  call  "The 
Road  to  Spasticism  with  12-\\'". 

So  far  we  have  only  two 
completed  books,  the  first  being 
"Istvanik  Spasticism",  that  covers 
everything  how  you  make  like  your 
form  master  and  go  to  Florida,  to 
playing  pro-basketball  when  you 
are  only  5  foot  6.  Our  second 
book  is  Roger  Cattell's  "How  to 
become  a  one-legged  John 
Travolta  in  Private  School".  This 
book  basically  covers  how  one  can 
survive  high  school  dances  in  a 
knee  high  cast. 

We  are  very  disciplined  in  our 
cult.  At  least  four  people  are  late 
each  day,  with  one  person  who  is 
committed  to  lateness  (Sergio 
Bindoni).  We  all  miss  at  least  one 
piece  of  homework  each  week. 
Also  we  attempt  to  frustrate  one 
teacher  to  no  end. 

We  have  been  told  by  some 
people  that  our  cult  is  not  healthy 
and  very  "UNcultured"  and  they 
insist  that  they  will  strive  to  nip 
this  cull  in  the  bud.  Our  letter  is  to 
beg  you  to  keep  with  the  spastic 
spirit  and  change  the  ignoramuses 
who  want  to  stop  us  into  spyro- 
gyra. 

Your  hairy  Godchildren 
12-W 
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ELEVEN  -  A 


BACK  ROW;  Charles  Morris,  John  Quaggin,  Gregor  Gilbert,  Cohn  Paul,  Jamie  Spangenberg,  Scott  Merrick,  Keith  Stinson. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Frederick  Fruehauf,  John  Cimba,  Nils  Voermann,  Graham  Hunt,  Jeff  Ramage,  Mr.  M.  Aekley. 
FRONT  ROW:  Greg  McLeish,  Kent  Kirkpatrick,  Victor  Frieberg,  Peter  Cameron.  Tony  Hanley,  John  Eastcott. 
ABSENT:  Tony  Culverwell,  Amin  Nazami. 


At  first  glance  11 -A  seems  to 
be  welded  into  a  solid  blob.  On 
closer  inspection,  however,  certain 
groups  are  obvious. 

In  one  corner  are  the  preppies, 
complete  with  topsiders  and  Ralph 
Lauren  shirts.  This  group  is 
formed  by  people  who  want  to 
uphold  moral  justice,  who  are 
affiliated  with  Jerry  Falwell,  and 
who  usually  have  their  homework 
done.  Frequent  occupations  of  this 
subersive  and  clandestine 
organization  are  1)  arguing 
amongst  themselves  whether  a 
certain  jacket  can  be  considered 
sacred  enough  to  be  worn,  or  2) 
arguing  about  whether  brushing 
teeth  in  showers  is  unclean. 

Exact  opposite  to  preppies  are 
heavy  metal  maniacs,  alias 
headbangers  ...  This  different  (?) 
group  can  be  infrequently  seen  in 
dark  corners  and  at  night  when 
they     come     out     to     prey.     Yes 


Virginia,  headbangers  are  can- 
nibals. This  group,  unlike  the 
preppies,  only  rarely  have  their 
homework  done.  This  group  of 
intellectuals  is  obviously  far  too 
superior  to  stoop  to  the  menial  task 
of  doing  homework. 

In  the  middle  of  the  class  lie  the 
"average"  group.  Their  clothes, 
musical  tastes,  and  attitudes  all 
reflect  their  mediocrity.  Not  to  go 
beyond  their  means,  their 
homework  is  also  mediocre.  This 
group  can  be  divided  into  sub- 
groups such  as  jocks,  whose  goal  is 
to  wear  the  least  amount  of 
clothing  at  any  given  moment,  or 
intellectuals  whose  goal  is  to 
discuss  the  philosophical  and 
psychoanalytic  energy  waves 
emitted  from  a  running  shoe. 

Yours  truly, 
Edgar  E.  Edgar 
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ELEVEN  -  N 


BACK  ROW:  George  Kerr,  Michael  Gare,  Jamie  Moore,  Paul  Clark,  Peter  Thomson,  Jean-Paul  Pilon,  Ian  Hardacre,  Alex  Fogden. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Jeff  Hewat,  David  Feliciant,  William  McCausland,  John  Otoo,  D.J.  Clyde,  Jeremy  Graham. 
FRONT  ROW:  Tim  Tanner,  Chris  Bramble,  Paul  Shirer,  David  Mosher,  Eric  Sharf,  Andrew  Yip. 

Without  taking  you  through  the  daily  routine  of 
Mr.  Nakatsu's  grade  ll's,  or  without  picking  at  the 
egos  of  the  people  in  our  class,  I  will  try  to  tell  you 
what  life  is  like  when  you  are  in  grade  11. 

Unfortunately,  grade  11  is  one  of  the  worst  years 
for  teenagers.  We  are  under  pressure  both  in  and  out 
of  school.  Most  of  us  still  have  a  very  lazy  attitude 
towards  work  and  the  class  average  in  some  subjects 
shows  this.  Every  year  school  becomes  harder  and 
harder  and  we  must  give  just  that  much  more.  It  is  a 
year  in  which  we  begin  to  mature  into  adults  and  to 
face  a  horribly  competitive  world. 

We  reach  out  to  anything  or  anyone  who  will  help 
take  some  of  that  pressure  away,  but  still  the 
problems  remain.  We  laugh  at  each  other,  we  laugh  at 
ourselves,  while  underneath  we  begin  to  wonder  what 
will  happen  in  the  future.  It  is  a  year  to  form  ideals 
and  to  begin  to  understand  who  we  are  and  how  we 
want  to  live. 

As  these  problems  affect  us,  we  look  for  respect 
and  understanding.  We  need  support,  for  we  are  the 
next  generation  of  senior  Georgians  and  a  boost  in  the 
right  direction  can  make  a  world  of  difference. 

Alex  Fogden 
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TEN  ■  D 


BACK  ROW:  Grant  Horwood,  John  Chisholm,  Jonathan  Purdon,  Stuart  McLellan,  Geoffrey  Brown,  David  Martin,  Charles  Robinson. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Ian  Patlinson,  Andrew  Crysdale,  Michael  Antonoff,  Harold  Kent,  Todd  Yelle,  Robert  Morrison,  Paul  Jaworski. 

FRONT  ROW:  Jonathan  Harty,  Nicholas  Golding,  David  Read,  Michael  Poth,  Gregory  Shirley,  Paul  McLeary,  Andrew  Drillis,  Scott  Munn,  Michael 

Turner. 

ABSENT:  Tim  Denison,  Svend  Videbak. 
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THE  SWORD 

Dateline:  November  1993. 
Old  Boys'  Update. 

Antonoff:  Mike  recently  turned  down  a  Nobel  Prize  for 
his  work  in  nuclear  science,  because  as  he  says,  "I've  got 
no  room  for  another  one." 

Brown:  Geoff  is  still  in  serious  condition  at  the  Glen 
Abbey  Golf  course  where  he  still  is  implanted  in  the 
ground  after  a  fellow  PGA  tour  professional  put  him 
there.  At  last  report  his  head,  because  of  its  aerodynamic 
design,  is  being  used  for  new  concepts  in  tec  design. 
Chisholm:  John  became  a  monk  after  a  serious  accident 
in  1985  which  cost  him  his  memory.  John  wandered  for 
seven  years  before  finally  being  located  in  a 
Czechoslovakian  monastery. 

Crysdale:  Andrew,  after  hitting  a  tree  at  Temblant  during 
a  professional  run  and  suffering  from  a  severe  case  of 
amnesia,  now  leads  the  mora!  majority  against  skiing. 
Denison:  Tim  has  been  doing  very  well  for  himself  still 
holding  his  throne  as  world  weightlifting  champion. 
Drillis:  President  of  the  United  States  of  America. 
Enough  said!!! 

Golding:  Since  his  1984  conquest  of  the  National  Video 
Games  Competition,  Nick  has  become  so  mesmerized 
with  the  games  that  he  actually  believes  that  he  is  Pac- 
Man. 

Harty:  He  is  now  celebrating  his  sixth  year  as  most 
fashionable  hairstylist  for  the  stars  in  Hollywood.  He  is 
the  man  behind  Bo. 

Horwood:  After  Marty  Feldman's  death  in  1983,  Grant 
dropped  out  of  SGC  and  carried  on  Feldman's  career.  He 
recently  was  admitted  to  Beverly  Hills  Mental  Institution. 
Jaworski:  Paul  has  become  the  most  celebrated  car- 
toonist   with    his    1986   comic    strip    "Shabby"    which 


dethroned  "Garfield"  as  the  most  loved  comic  character. 
Kent:  Hal  is  the  world's  most  successful  female  im- 
personator and  is  in  constant  demand  worldwide.  He  has 
"the  best  legs  in  the  business"  our  inside  sources  inform 
us. 

Martin:  Reportedly  in  Africa  on  a  wild  game  reserve, 
Dave  has  once  again  assumed  his  name  "Dr.  Doolittle". 
McLcary:  President  of  McLeary  Oil  Incorporated  un- 
fortunately was  almost  killed  when  one  of  his  employees 
dropped  a  match  in  a  vat  of  McLeary's  product  and  the 
entire  plant  went  up  in  smoke. 

McLellan:  Stuart  is  now  a  top  fashion  designer  operating 
out  of  New  York.  He  makes  the  clothes  that  make  the 
real  men  who  don't  eat  quiche. 

Morrison:  Robert  has  certainly  made  the  headlines  lately 
as  he  was  just  sentenced  for  an  eighth  year  killing  spree  in 
which  seventeen  lives  were  taken.  He  has  been  sentenced 
to  life  in  prison  in  lower  Slobovia. 

Munn:  Scott  gained  350  pounds  after  his  graduation  and 
became  a  top  sumo  wrestler  in  Japan.  According  to  his 
last  update  letter,  he  says  he  is  well  and  that  his  wife  just 
bore  a  twenty  pound  baby  boy. 

Pattinson:  After  seven  years  of  excess  dieting,  Ian  shrunk 
to  the  size  of  a  doll  and  is  now  living  with  Barbi  and  Ken. 
Poth:  Grieving  after  Rand's  death,  it  is  reported  that 
Mike  has  given  up  the  limelight.  Still  suffering  from 
nucleosynthetic  explosion  disease  he  has  taken  up 
residence  as  a  hermit  on  the  tip  of  Mt.  Rivanoskula  in 
Norway. 

Purdon:  Graduating  with  degrees  in  engineering  and 
space  dynamics,  Jon  hasn't  done  much  except  build 
himself  a  house  ...  in  between  the  rings  of  Saturn. 
Read:  David  has  been  following  the  new  bands  of  the 
nineties  but  after  writing  a  degrading  review  on  a  new 
band,  the  entire  crew  cornered  David  at  a  concert  and 
tore  out  his  vocal  chords,  leaving  him,  for  the  first  time  in 
his  life,  speechless. 

Robinson:    Unfortunately    it    is    the    sad    duty    of   St. 
George's  College  to  announce  the  first   passed  away 
graduate  of  class  lOD.  Apparently  Charles  had  suffered 
many  hardships  and  pains  for  ten  long  years.  Some  say 
that  Satan  chose  him  as  he  used  to  get  into  such  fits  and 
keep  repeating  that  he  was ...  possessed. 
Shirley:    Greg    led    a    record    two    hundred    thousand 
demonstrators  in  a  rally  for  student  rights  ...  without  a 
microphone.  He  says  he'd  like  to  thank  the  SGC  masters 
for  equipping  him  with  such  fantastic  oral  skills. 
Turner:  Mike  or  more  commonly  known  as  "Too  Tall" 
Turner    is    the    highest    paid    centre    for    the    Harlem 
Globetrotters    and    is    a    well-respected    authority    on 
basketball  after  writing  many  books. 
Videbak:  After  a  nuclear  disaster  in  science  class,  Svend 
was  shrunk  down  to  a  mere  four  feet  and  recently  starred 
as  a  munchkin  in  the  "Wizard  of  Oz"  remake. 
Yelle:    While   swimming   one   day    Todd    miraculously 
developed  gills.  He  now  resides  in  the  .-Viiantic  Ocean  and 
is  king  of  the  seven  seas. 

Mike  Poth 
Dave  Read 
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TENS 


FRONT  ROW:  Andrew  Godfrey,  Barton  Earle,  Peter  Smith,  David  Direnfeld,  Joy  Sarkar,  Charles  Fowler,  Tim  Verbic. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Owen  David,  Paul  Shakotko,  David  Roode,  Eric  Fripp,  Stephen  Beatty,  Jason  Durish,  Alistair  Hicks,  Gordon  Paul. 
BACK  ROW:  Ed  York,  Philip  Thompson,  Gerard  Belts,  Greg  Sutton,  Hugh  McKee,  Ian  Campbell,  David  Field,  Mr.  Donn. 
ABSENT:  Peter  Martin,  Bruce  Patterson. 


Barton  Earle:  World's  first  cybernetic  man. 
David  Field:  Alleged  leader  of  highly  xenophobic  Trivial 
Pursuit  cult. 

Al  Hicks:  Hired  by  CIA  to  pave  El  Salvador  with  beer- 
bottle  caps. 

Peter    Martin:    Best-paid    speech    therapist    in    North 
America. 

Gordon  Paul:  Found  frozen  to  death  after  a  heavy  night 
camping  at  Jim  Morrison's  grave. 
Charlie  Fowler:  "Am  1  going  to  tell  you?" 
Andrew  Godfrey:  Star  of  numerous  soap  commercials. 
Eric  Fripp:  (Burtin-Fripp  please)  Who  ever  listened  to 
Georgio  Armani? 

Greg  Sutton:  Died  in  a  most  mysterious  case  of  spon- 
taneous combustion. 
Paul  Shakotko:  First  person  to  hate  E.T. 
Ed  York:  Became  famous  with  his  band,  Ed's  Midnight 
Runners. 

Stephen  Beatty:  Replaced  Mel  Blanc  as  the  voice  of  the 
most  popular  cartoon  characters. 

David    Direnfeld:    Author    of    the    best-selling    book 
"What's  It  All  About?  I  Want  to  Know?" 


Phil    Thompson:    Revolutionary    leader    who    wanted 

Malton  to  become  self-governed. 

Owen  David:  Arrested  for  selling  bootleg  albums. 

Tim  Verbic:  Became  a  famous  stylized  French  actor. 

Peter  Smith:  Was  away  for  the  rest  of  his  life. 

Hugh  McKee:  Lost  on  Arctic  expedition  after  turning 

white. 

Jason  Durish:  Became  a  daredevil  noted  for  his  firsts. 

Gerard     Belts:     Died    mysteriously    in    a    synthesizer 

detonation. 

Bruce  Patterson:  Beats  the  Samsonite  market  with  his 

newly  introduced  luggage  line. 

Joy  Sarkar:  After  becoming  reasonably  famous  became  a 

look-a-like  contest  idol. 

Ian  Campbell:  Started  a  new  religion  with  a  fictitious 

person,  Jan,  as  its  leader. 

David  Roode:  Best  known  for  his  television  debates  with 

the  Priine  Minister  of  Canada. 

Gerard  Belts/ 83 
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FRONT  ROW:  John  Newman,  Kyle  Thompson,  Peter  Morgan,  Michael  Henry,  Andrew  Gorman,  Karl  Stefurak,  Steven  Reinhard,  David  Walker, 

RezaSatchu. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Justin  Ashley,  Roger  While,   David  Hewlett,  Michael  Henderson,  John  Mueller,   Peter  Sturdee,  Michael  Rutherford,  John 

MacDonald,  Luis  Del  Pozo,  Donald  Nichols,  Mr.  Love. 

BACK  ROW:  Michael  Globe,  Robert  Cameron,  Matthew  Hodjera,  Bernardo  Sanchez,  Douglas  Pell,  Adam  Gilbert,  Charles  Duncan. 

ABSENT:  Robert  Devry. 


THE  FUTURE 

Bernardo  Sanchez:  Just  signed  at  3.2  million  dollar 
contract  with  the  Boston  Celtics. 

Michael  Henderson:  Field  Marshal  in  Canada's  Armed 
Forces. 

Steve  Reinhard:  A  monk  in  a  secluded  German 
monastery.  This  comes  as  no  surprise  because  we  all 
know  Steve  is  a  quiet  guy. 

Robert  Devry:  World  famous  opera  singer  nicknamed 
"Pa". 

John  MacDonald:  Owner  of  a  wild  swingers'  club  in  New 
York. 

Peter  Sturdee:  A  knife  specialist  in  the  United  States. 
Matthew  Hodjera:  Manager  at  world  acclaimed  Mat's 
Deli. 

John  Mueller:  Founder  of  a  successful  fast  food  chain. 
Said  John,  'food  is  my  life.' 

Robert  Cameron:  Newly  promoted  Minister  of  Culture. 
Doug  Pell:  Latest  member  of  the  rock  group  Rush. 
Luis  Del  Pozo:  Ruthless  dictator  in  Guatemala. 
Karl  Stefurak:  A  feared  terrorist  in  Europe. 
Adam  Gilbert:  Disappeared. 

Peter  Morgan  and  David  Walker:  Members  of  an  ex- 
pedition to  the  Amazon. 


John  Newman:  Top  instructor  at  Julio's  Driving  School 

for  the  Blind. 

Charles  Duncan:  He  phoned  last  Saturday  and  has  gone 

home  without  Elliot! 

Donald  Nichols:  Agent   106  of  CIA.  Code  name.  Big 

Don. 

Reza  Satchu:  Gandhi  II. 

Kyle  Thompson:   Sanitation  engineer  of  sector    12  of 

greater  Toronto. 

Roger  White:  New  Imperial  Wizard. 

Andrew  Gorman:  Celebrating  his  twentieth  year  in  the 

SGC  choir. 

Michael    Rutherford:    Archbishop    of    the    Dominican 

Republic. 

David  Hewlett:  Just  accepted  a  promotion  from  an  East 

End  theatre  in  London  in  a  production  of  condensed 

plays. 

Michael    Globe:    Commander    of    the    space    shuttle 

Challenger.    There   is   some   trouble   with    turning   the 

engines  off. 

Michael  Henry  and  Justin  Ashley:  From  class  write-ups 

to  a  newpaper  chain  in  Greenland. 

bv  M.  Hcnrv  and  J.  Ashlev 
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NINE-W 


FRONT  ROW:  Bruce  Chappie,  Ferdinand  Poon,  Gordon  Manning,  Bruno  Solby,  Vince  Natali,  Jonatiian  Wheler. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Gregory  Jedlicka,  Bill  Harmer,  Brent  Barclay,  Tim  Walters,  Mike  Woollcombe,  Peter  Istvan,  Stephen  Jones,  Sean  Riley,  Julian 

Flynn,  Ian  Godfrey,  Ton  Nguyen. 

BACK  ROW:  Adrian  Thornbury,  Gilbert  Quesnelle,  Tony  Gray,  Geoff  White.  Galen  Ash,  John  Sayers,  Chris  Cook,  John  Freyman,  Andrew 

Nederpelt,  Mr.  Walker. 

ABSENT:  Michael  Brake,  Pat  Rea. 
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WHY  NOT  LET  IT  COME  FROM 
THE  HORSE'S  MOUTH? 

A.  Nederpelt:  School  makes  you  look  forward  lo  the 

weekend. 
I.  Godfrey:  I  have  to  take  the  subway. 
G.  Quesnelle:  I'd  rather  be  fishing  in  Lake  Muskoka. 
P.  Rca:  Nice,  but  I've  been  here  too  long. 
T.  Walters:  I    feel    that    this    is    an    educational    ex- 
perience. 
G.  Manning:  I  wouldn't  be  here  if  1  didn't  have  to  be. 

B.  Barclay:  Ask  me  next  year! 

B.  Chappie:  It  reminds  me  of  five  minutes  of  home- 

work that  takes  two  hours. 
M.  Brake:  They  breed  weird  people  here. 
T.  Gray:  School's  fine,  but  not  as  fine  as  Cerebus. 

C.  Cook:  A  nice  place  to  visit,  but  I  wouldn't  want  to 

live  here. 
S.  Riley:  Lunch  is  the  easiest  subject. 
J.  Freyman:  The  teachers  are  nice,  the  students  are 

fine,  the  hallways  lead  to  washrooms. 
S.  Jones:  I'm  speechless. 
G.  White:  I  like  Gym  the  best. 

B.  Harmer:  There  are  many  strange  people  and  tea- 
chers here. 
G.  Ash:  Ahhh  ... 
T.  Nguyen:  Not  bad. 
J.  Flynn:  School  is  not  a  subject,  at  least  not  one  I'm 

taking. 
M.  Woollcombe:  I  want  a  school  named  after  me. 

A.  Thornbury:  Solby  just  ruined  my  punch! 

B.  Solby:  Still  thinking. 

F.  Poon:  Finished  thinking. 
J.  Wheler:  Rethinking. 

P.  Istvan:  I'd  rather  be  sailing. 

G.  Jedlicka:  I'd  rather  be  thinking. 

As  you  can  see,  the  students  of  9W  are  made  up  of 
a  variety  of  intelligent,  original,  and  even  odd  minds 
which  blend  together  to  create  a  "unique"  class,  one 
which  must  be  experienced  in  order  to  be  com- 
prehended. It  will  be  interesting  to  see  how  the  class 
has  developed  by  this  time  next  year.  So  until  then, 
may  your  homework  be  short  and  your  free  periods 
abundant. 

Vincenzo  Naiali  and  John  Savers 
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EIGHT  -  B 


BACK  ROW:  Gareth  Edward,  Michael  Purdon,  Greg  Albrechl,  Darren  Prout,  Timothy  Logan,  Stuart  Hatcher,  Ian  Voermann. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Robert  Harrison,  Blakeney  Brown,  Darren  McDonald,  David  Baldwin,  George  Thompson,  Mark  Fowler,  David  Bowen,  Adrian 

Melnick,  Ashley  Chow,  Mr.  J.  Birkett. 

FRONT  ROW:  David  Sturdee,  Phillip  LaFlair,  David  Collombin,  Jason  Field,  Peter  Wake,  Thomas  MacKay,  Jason  McLean,  Stuart  Woolard, 

Nicholas  Rodomar. 

ABSENT:  Jonathan  Hames. 
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Monday,  January  the  thirty-first  ....  we  hate 
Mondays.  Waking  up  is  not  our  strong  point.  We 
belong  to  class  8B,  and  are  typical  students,  and  will 
not  reveal  our  names,  tor  tear  of  death  (by  torture,  of 
course,  it's  8B).  First  class,  what?  French!  Wow  ...  a 
spare!  ...?...  wait  a  minute,  a  test?  No.  Yes!  We  hate 
Mondays  ...  What  vocab?  Oh  dear. 

Whew,  so  ain't  bad,  out  of  362  and  a  half.  Next  is 
English.  Doth  8B  enjoyest  some  Shakespeare?  Nil. 
Knowest  not  you  SB?  You  got  to  be  kiddingeth.  Dost 
thou  hatest  Mondays? 

"Be  quiet  ...  Open  your  Bibles  ...  turn  to  page  ... 
Shut  up!  George  ...  What  is  so  funny?  Nothing?  Why 
are  you  grinning?  David,  yes?  No,  I  don't  undo  all 
these  buttons.  Shut  up!  Open  too  ...  Why  do  I  always 
have  nits  in  my  class  ?!?  Next  person  who  talks  gets  a 
...  Shut  up!  What!  The  bell?  Goodbye!!!  Pathetic 
group!" 

C.K.  is  fun,  but  we  still  hate  Mondays. 

Hello,  back  from  science,  only  burned  half  the  lab, 
only  one  problem,  we  also  lost  three  people,  and  Mr. 
Walker.  What  was  it?  Third  degree.  Oh  well,  he'll  be 
okay.  We  love  Mondays! 

Curly,  Larry  and  Moe 
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EIGHT  ■  R 
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BACK  ROW:  Darian  Demierre,  Bradley  McDonald,  Anthony  Woodruff,  Gregory  McGauley,  Stephen  Suntok,  Jeffrey  Hess,  Richard  Needham. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Chad  Carter,  Fraser  Here,  Jeremy  Smith.  Andrew  Armstrong,  Danie!  Keogh,  Jeffrey  Rabin,  Yuri  Botiuk,  David  Cunnington,  David 

Lichacz,  Mr.  G.  Rutherford. 

FRONT  ROW:  Sean  Fennell,  Kory  Thompson,  Christopher  Harper,  Will  Fripp,  Christian  Friesen,  Victor  Mehra,  Alexis  Cany,  Ashley  Nicholls,  Ross 

Dixon. 


Andrew    Armstrong:  His    future    occupation    -    sports 

fan. 

Yuri  Botiuk:  His  wish  -  to  be  anything  but  a  Russian. 

Chad  Carter:  His  future  occupation  -  world  mast  of  D 

andD. 

Alexis  Carty:    His   future  occupation   -   muppet   show 

animal. 

David  Cunnington:  His  future  occupation  -  a  bump  on  a 

log. 

Darian  Demierre:  No  comment. 

Ross  Dixon:  His  future  occupation  -  Frog. 

Sean  Fennell:  His  wish  -  to  be  9'4". 

Christian  Friesen:  His  future  occupation  and  his  wish  -  to 

be  Albrecht's  pet  cadet. 

Will  Fripp:  Greatest  base  stealer  in  baseball. 

Christ  Harper:  His  wish  -  to  achieve  normality. 

Fraser  Hore:  No  comment. 

Jeff  Hess:  His  future  occupation  -  the  human  blush. 

Dan  Keogh:  His  future  occupation  -  soccer  ball. 


David  Lichacz:  His  future  occupation  -  something  very, 
very  strange. 

Bradley  McDonald:   His  wish  -  to  prove  Einstein  in- 
correct. 

Greg  McGauley:  His  future  occupation  -  Rock  star. 
Victor  Mehra:  Would  it  be  fair  if  I  said  something  great? 
Richard  Needham:  His  future  occupation  -  one  of  many 
innocent  people  crippled  by  mathematics! 
Ashley  Nichols:  His  future  occupation  -  Joe  Cool. 
Jeff  Rabin:  No  one  is  quite  sure  ...  of  course! 
Stephen  Suntok:  His  future  occupation  -  Frog  masher 
and  French  brain. 

Kory  Thompson:   His   future  occupation  -   ...   Um   ... 
something. 

Tony  Woodruff:  His  wish  -  to  understand  French. 
Mr.  Rutherford:  Present  occupation  -  A  nice  guy  who 
runs  a  class  of  weird  characters?  Has  lots  of  fun  doing  it 
and  will  keep  it  up  for  a  long  time. 
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SEVEN  -  M 


BACK  ROW:  Jonathan  Morgan,  Jason  Gray,  Glen  Harris,  Nicholas  Purdon,  Matthew  Rogers. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Brian  Anderson,  Ekke  Loo,  Nicholas  Nussbaumer,  Peter  Vaillancourt,  Craig  Kodama,  Lawrence  Nichols,  Mr.  Marchese. 

FRONT  ROW:  Darren  White,  Tim  Earle,  Daniel  Vernon,  Daniel  Vibe,  Bryan  Hobson,  Edward  Hanley,  Drew  Yamada,  Da\  id  Harty,  Ian  MacTavish. 

ABSENT;  Martin  Foster,  Adam  Massey,  Ian  Poon,  Tony  Wild. 


The  class  stood  up  slowly  as  Mr,  Marchese  entered  the 
room.  He  gazed  and  grinned  at  everybody  in  the  class.  "I 
have  the  power  to  torture  each  one  of  you,"  he 
remarked.  He  waited  a  minute  and  looked  for  noise. 
"Open  your  books,  turn  to  pp.  15-17,  about  the  boy  and 
the  robin.  Oh,  and  did  I  tell  you  about  falling  rocks?" 

A  loud  shout  comes  from  each  desk  -  "Sure,  Sir.  Tell 
me  about  it!  Yay  Sir,  like,  like." 

"Okay,  okay,  let's  get  on  with  it.  Okay,  can  you  start 
reading." 

We  went  on  reading  while  two  were  reading  Spiderman 
comics.  Mr.  Marchese  did  not  notice;  so,  the  two  took 
their  chance  and  threw  paper  balls  across  the  room  to  see 
how  far  they  could  go. 

"I  can  give  plenty  of  homework  and  it'll  be  your 
fault."  He  started  pointing  toward  me,  and  started 
threatening  me. 

I  thought,  "I'm  just  writing  this  story."  1  wonder  why 
the  blame  was  on  me.  So  1  start  yapping  under  my  breath 
and  1  kick  my  books  over.  Just  my  luck,  too,  the  period 
ends  and  Mr.  Smith  comes  in  and  gives  me  a  D.  to  end 
this  essay.  But  1  guess  I  shouldn't  really  do  an  essay  in  a 
history  class. 

Daniel  Vibe 
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SEVEN  -  S 


FRONT  ROW:  Andrew  Van  Nostrand,  Richard  Macey,  Robert  Eng,  Andrew  Cullen,  Robert  Cairncross,  Stephen  Butler,  Graham  Crate,  Robert 

Clarkson,  Gregory  Bohon. 

SECOND  ROW:  Peter  LePiane,  David  Suntok,  Matthew  Beam,  Tom  Lissamen,  Neil  Shelley,  Andrew  Baldwin,  Greg  Hess,  Scott  Saunderson. 

BACK  ROW:  Wolf  Vachon,  Jason  Marsh,  Jack  Julian,  Ted  Rapanos,  Stephen  Turvey. ' 

ABSENT:  Geoffrey  Goodwin,  Glenn  Hadden. 
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'Like,  oh  wow,  my  systems  are 
like  overloaded  totallyl'  said 
Goodwin.  Suddenly  various  objects 
began  to  fly  at  a  tremendous  rate. 
Goodwin's  battle-scarred  face  fell 
silent.  He's  now  a  dead  warrior.  A 
flash  of  orange  streaked  through 
the  air.  The  Bic  pen  smashed  into 
Clarkson's  desk.  Clarkson 
retaliated  with  a  volley  of  various 
pointed  objects.  Another  warrior 
bit  the  dust.  His  comrades  helped 
him  back  into  his  desk.  Without 
warning,    A.V.N,    hit    me   with   a 


piece  of  paper  that  was  travelling 
at  least  750  kilos  per  hour.  1 
turned  and  watched  him  putting 
away  his  elastic  band,  his  face 
covered  with  an  impish  grin. 
Slowly  1  walked  over,  put  my 
hands  around  his  throat  and 
squeezed.  A.V.N,  had  almost 
joined  his  troops  in  a  vile  and  gory 
death  when  suddenly  the  classroom 
door  opened.  1  was  about  to  enter 
my  final  rest. 

Greg  Bolton 
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GRADE  SIX 


BACK  ROW:  Geoffrey  Petkovich,  Subha  Dasgupta,  Giles  Anderson,  John  Rea,  Karl  Gerulath,  Malcolm  Nobbs,  Richard  Burgess,  Michael  Cheuk, 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Graham  Fisher,  Michael  Kovrig,  Cameron  Wheler,  Emerich  Kaspar,  Jonathan  Carpenter,  Christos  Doulis,  Andrew  Golding, 

Alexander  Dent,  Mr.  O'Meara. 

FRONT  ROW:  David  Barclay,  Jonathan  Zeidman,  Andrew  Delph,  Scott  Baines,  Christopher  Munro,  Timothy  Rodomar,  Hueh  Prichard,  Jasmit 

Singh. 

ABSENT:  Howard  Harshaw. 


A  DAY  IN  THE  LIFE 

I  am  a  new  boy  and  had  ex- 
pected all  the  hardships  that  are 
part  of  adjusting  to  a  new  school. 
These  did  not  occur,  however. 

The  very  first  day  of  the  new 
school  year  I  met  a  few  boys  I 
liked,  and  in  a  week  was  known  as 
"Dent"  by  all.  The  class  was  very 
eager  to  learn,  and  we  seemed  to 
stride  off  on  the  right  note  with  all 
the  masters.  A  typical  school  day 
would  progress  as  follows: 

In  the  morning,  everybody  drags 
in  and  begins  to  crack  jokes.  The 
master  walks  in  and  silence  reigns. 
Now  the  learning  begins.  Forty 
minutes  later,  the  master  leaves.  A 
general  tarryhooting  racket  begins 
while  we  wait  for  the  next  master. 
He  enters,  begins  his  lesson, 
eventually  finishes  it,  and  leaves. 
This  process  is  repeated  until 
recess,  at  which  time  everybody 
stampedes      the      locker      room. 


Outside,  we  begin  a  game  of  rough 
'em  ups  shoot  'em  dead  road 
hockey.  The  bell  rings  and  there  is 
another  stampede.  Back  at  the 
locker  room,  everyone  tosses  in  his 
stick  and  hurries  to  the  classroom. 
As  we  enter,  the  jokes  and  noises 
begin.  There  is  silence  as  the  master 
appears.  Two  periods  elapse,  and 
suddenly  it's  lunchtime.  Everybody 
charges  the  door, 
door. 

After  lunch  there  is  another 
period  of  strenuous  learning.  Then 
it's  time  for  music!  Each  plays  his 
head  off,  or  sings  his  heart  out 
before  returning  to  class.  Yet 
another  learning  period  and  then 
the  end  of  the  day!  Everybody 
rushes  home  to  abuse  and 
otherwise  ruftle  dog,  cat,  budgie, 
aged  parents,  and  other  domestic 
animals. 

Alex  Dent 


48 


49 


GRADE  FIVE 


FRONT  ROW:  Michael  Giddy,  Charles  Coristine,  Tuhan  Giri,  Christopher  Wahl,  James  Nightingale,  Craig  Woolard,  Robert  Du 

Toit,  Kit  Barton. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Matthew  Thompson,  Jamie  Peters,  Adrian  Colussi,  Peter  Shirer,  Paul  Singh,  Christopher  Sievert,  Richard  Vile, 

Jake  Moore,  Martin  Cheang. 

BACK   ROW:   Matthew   Johnston,   Christopher  Yelle,   Max   Perren,   Sean   Gurd,   Jason   Start,   Sam   Babe,   Andrew   Bennett, 

Desmond  Teichman,  Mr.  McElroy. 


It  was  a  usual  Monday  morning.  People  from  all 
grades  were  lingering  around  thinking  of  the  long  wait 
until  Friday.  St.  George's  College  had  acquired  a  teacher 
for  us  from  Montreal.  'Do  you  think  he  will  be  able  to 
speak  English?'  asked  Charlie  in  a  loud  whisper. 

After  the  bell  sounded  and  everyone  was  inside,  Mr. 
McElroy  crashed  his  ruler  on  the  desk.  'Quiet!'  thun- 
dered our  new  master,  and  everyone  was  relieved,  for  at 
least  he  spoke  English. 

At  recess  we  all  started  to  place  bets  on  whether  or  not 
he  could  smile.  By  the  end  of  the  day,  we  discovered  that 
he  could  smile,  that  he  did  laugh  and  that  this  year  was  to 
be  one  with  fun  as  well  as  work. 

Just  then  the  bell  rang  and  Mr.  McElroy  gave  the 
C.L.U.P.  (clean  up)  victims  their  jobs.  They  were  a) 
clean  up  b)  write  two  books,  the  first  called  Beauty  and 
the  Facts  of  Silence,  and  the  second,  35  Ways  to  be  Good 
and  Silent. 

At  least  we  were  free  and  could  struggle  to  the  TTC. 

Our  class  always  looks  on  the  bright  side:  tomorrow 
will  be  Tuesday,  then  Wednesday  and  Thursday,  and 
then,  thank  goodness,  it  will  be  Friday. 
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GRADE  FOUR 


FRONT  ROW:  Fred  Barclay,  Vitas  Sipelis,  Graham  White,  Christopher  Young,  Simon  Carpenter,  Douglas  Macey. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Peter  Gerulath,  Chris  Jackson,  Craig  Sayers,  Andrew  Kawaja,  Scott  Allen. 

BACK  ROW:  Michael  Newbigging,  Michael  Pezell,  Robin  Brown,  David  Newbould,  Jamie  Deans,  Tim  Stewart,  Mr.  Turvey. 
ABSENT:  Brett  Hansen. 


When  I  first  came  to  school,  I 
didn't  know  too  much  about  Mr. 
Turvey.  That  day  after  school  I  was 
looking  for  some  of  the  books  on 
the  shelf.  I  saw  Mr.  Topsy-Turvey.  I 
read  it  and  I  learned  alot  about  Mr. 
Turkey.  At  first,  I  always  got  his 
name  wrong  as  you  can  see.  When 
Mr.  McElroy  wrote  on  the  board  it 
was  crazy.  His  writing  was  poor  but 
soon  I  got  over  it.  But  Father 
Michael  was  known  in  grade  four  as 
Grey  Hairs. 

Now  I  will  tell  you  all  about 
Robin  B.,  the  Great.  Mr.  Turvey 
liked  to  invite  dear  Robin  into  the 
paint  room.  It  was  like  a  torture 
chamber  if  you  didn't  know.  When 


Robin  came  out  of  the  paint  room, 
he  was  crying.  It  was  like  a  pool  of 
tears. 

Now  I  will  start  my  story  about 
grade  four.  One  day  Robin  and  Tim 
were  playing  catch  with  a  little  ball. 
Suddenly,  Mr.  Turvey  came  in.  He 
sent  Robin  and  Tim  into  the  paint 
room.  Mr.  Turvey  slammed  the 
door  behind  them.  Wham!  Wack! 
Ouch!  Robin  came  out  in  tears. 

I  like  it  when  we  had  a  fire  drill. 
We  would  get  up,  go  into  the  paint 
room  and  open  the  door  leading  on 
to  the  catwalk.  Then  we  would  walk 
down  the  stairs  and  stand  in  line. 
Dr.  Barlow  would  talk  a  bit.  Then 
we  would  walk  back  up  into  the 


classroom.  Then  Mr.  McElroy 
would  take  the  class.  Everyone 
would  say,  "Oh,  no!".  The  first 
thing  we  learned  was  about  plants. 
It  was  interesting. 

However,  my  favourite  subject 
was  lunch.  I  would  go  to  Ketchup 
Hall  and  have  a  nice  meal.  Next  I 
would  go  to  the  truck.  It  was  the 
best  place.  They  sold  pizza,  chips 
and  lots  of  other  things.  I  would 
always  get  Halls.  But  before  you 
knew  it,  the  bell  rang.  So  I  had  them 
in  class  and  Mr.  Tops  would  always 
ask  whether  someone  was  eating 
cherries  or  something.  I  would 
always  say  1  had  a  cold;  so,  he  let 
me.  But  if  I  had  Certs,  he  wouldn't. 
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FIRST  SOCCER 


STANDING:  Mr.  Walker,  Mark  Burden,  Rob  Anthony,  John  Cimba,  Ke\Hi  Smith,  Andrew  Merrick,  Charles  Magyar,  Mark  Yelle,  Andre 

Czgledy-Nagy,  Mark  Godfrey. 

KNEELING:  Graeme  Egan,  Michael  Rose,  Paul  Shirer,  Tony  Wilson,  Harty  McKeown,  Alexei  Marcilio,  Roger  Cattell. 
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This  year  s  tirsi  soccer  team  was  neither  a  leam  of 
superlaiivc  talent  nor  a  team  of  incredible  consistcncv 
However,    with    great    spirit    and    terrific    desire     we 
managed  to  pui  up  a  good  light  most  of  the  time 
.,.""',  ,T"'''  °"  '^^'^  sidelines  was  led  by  "Keith  and 
Mick     (Smith  and  Yelle),  and  on  the  field  bv  the  Sheriff 
and    his    deputy.    The    annual    Kevin    Smith    Heinnv 
Competition  (most  goals  scored  in  either  net)  was  won  by 
Merrick  (3  tor  and  2  against)  and  Anthony  (4  for  and  I 
against).  Every  team  needs  a  keeper,  and  Tonv  Wilson 
deserves  credit  for  doing  a  great  job.  Never  knowing  who 
or  where  his  defence  would  be  added  to  Tony's  challenge 
of  keeping  the  ball  on  the  right  side  of  the  goal  crease 

E\cn  though  our  lecord  was  perhaps  not  what  it  had 
been  in  the  past,  it  was  the  spirit  generated  bv  all  who 
played  and  cheered  us  on  that  made  this  season  a  great 
one.  It  IS  this  spirit  that  has  alwavs  helped  St.  George's 
teams  survive  each  year.  Thanks  again  to  everyone  on  our 
team  and  a  special  vote  of  thanks  to  our  coach  Mr 
Walker.  Good  luck  next  year,  and  in  all  the  years  to 
come. 
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UNDER  16  SOCCER 


This  year's  SGC  U16  team  had  a 
change  in  management  that  proved 
very  successful.  Mr.  Marchese  took 
the  position  of  coach,  and  along 
with  the  competent  managing  of 
Peter  Istvan  the  team  accomplished 
a  record  of  5  wins,  3  losses  and  1  tie. 

The  outstanding  goaltending  of 
George  Kerr  led  the  defense  of  the 
team.  The  fullback  line  up  was 
blessed  with  unbeatable  defense  of 
Adrian  Thornbury,  a  new  addition 
to  the  school  and  to  both  the  U16 
and  U14  soccer  teams.  Owen  David, 
a  steady  player  without  whom  the 
team  would  not  have  prospered,  was 
the  main  'voice'  of  the  team  when  in 
action.  The  desire  for  admirable 
synchronization  in  the  midfield  line 
of  Jason  Durish,  Alistair  Hicks  and 
Todd  Yelle,  resulted  in  one  of  the 
most  determined  halfback  lines  of 
the  league.  The  non-stop  effort  of 
Scott  Munn,  Jonathon  Purdon  and 
Bruce  Chappie  provided  most  of  the 
goals  this  season. 


FRONI  ROW:  Oavid  F'lcld,  Alislair  Hicks,  Jon  Marty,  Jason  t)urisli,  Scoll  Munn,  Bruce  Chappie,  Todd  Vellc,  Manager  Peler  Istvan. 
BACK  ROW:  Bcrnic  Sanchez,  Owen  David,  Peler  Smith,  Adrian  Thornbury,  Greg  Sutlon,  Jon  Purdon,  George  Kerr,  Gilbert 
Quesnelle,  Mr.  Marchese. 
ABSENT:  Neil  Shelley. 
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UNDER  14  SOCCER 


FRONT  ROW;  Andrew  ArmMrong,  Andrew  Cullen,  Phillip  l.aflair,  Ashley  Nicholls,  Kory 
Thompson,  Ferd  Poon,  Ashley  Chow.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Richard  Needham,  Steven  Reinhard. 
Luis  Del  Pozo,  George  Thompson.  Fraser  Hore,  Da\id  Liehac/,  Reza  Saichu,  Emperor  Smith. 
BACK  ROW:  Michael  Purdon,  Adrian  Thornbury,  Daniel  Keogh. 
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St.  George's  greatest  soccer  team 
was  this  year's  U14  team.  With  a 
9-0-0  record,  we  scored  43  goals 
and  had  only  5  scored  against  us. 
Our  goalies.  Chow  and  Army 
shared  5  shutouts. 

The  team  was  led  by  Mr.  Smith, 
our  coach;  he  still  has  never  told 
us  if  we  were  a  great  team  or  not. 
Even  though  he  hasn't  told  us, 
that  is  what  we  consider  ourselves. 

With  the  money  Mr.  Smith 
made  from  Fraser  Hore's  bad 
throw-ins,  he  took  us  out  to  ihc 
Organ  Grinder  for  a  victory 
celebration. 

The  team  was  led  by  \eterans 
like  Steve  Reinhard,  1  ouis  Del 
Pozo,  George  Tliompson,  Fer- 
dinand Poon,  and  our  goal  scoring 
aces-in-thc-hole,  Mike  Purdon  and 
Dan  Keogh.  The  team  was  helped 
by  rookies  like  Re/a  Satchu 
(cokeman)  and  .Xndrew  Cullen. 

All  in  all  this  was  St.  George's 
best  ever  soccer  team. 

Sieve  Reinhard,  with  no  help  from 
Luis  and  Ferd 
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UNDER  12  SOCCER 


It  was  a  good  year  for  the  Under 
Twelves.  Our  first  game,  against 
Hillfield,  was  a  disaster.  So  were 
the  next  eight  games.  Crescent  was 
our  first  victory!  Our  defence  was 
superb.  Our  halfbacks  were  good 
and  our  forwards  were  un- 
believable. The  first  game  that  we 
won  was  coached  by  Mr.  Dunkley 
and  when  Mr.  Rutherford  found 
out  he  jumped  for  joy.  The  next 
game  that  we  won  was  against 
UCC.  Barclay  was  sitting  on  the 
sidelines  drinking  all  the  water.  It 
was  the  first  game  that  they  had 


lost.  After  the  game  we  had  Coke 
and  two  doughnuts.  The  next  game 
was  against  Crescent  in  the 
pouring  rain  and  everyone  was 
falling  onto  their  faces  into  the 
mud.  The  ball  was  sliding  around. 
Finally  we  stopped  it  halfway 
through.  We  were  all  soaking  wet 
and  muddy.  That  was  our  last 
game.  Mr.  Rutherford  was  a  great 
coach  and  we  all  had  a  really  great 
time. 

Richard  Burgess 
Malcolm  Nobbs 
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BACK  ROW:  Malcolm  Nobbs,  Nick  Nussbaumer,  Scoll  Saunderson,  Richard  Burgess,  Gord  Pell,  Jason  Start,  Matthew 

Rogers. 

FRONT  ROW:  Emerich  Kaspar,  Chris  Munroe,  David  Barclay,  Ian  Poon,  Geoff  Angcll. 
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VOLLEYBALL  TEAM 
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BACK  ROW:  Gord  Martin,  Jcif  l.alimer,  Michael  Dames,  Kevin  Eden,  Tony  Gray. 

FRONT  ROW:  Karl  Siefurak,  Manager;  Michael  Wynn,  Dave  Burrows,  Stephen  Lee,  Brian 

Lomax,  Andrew  Abouchar,  Gordon  Lee,  Steve  McMalh,  Mr.  R.  Nakatsu  (Coach). 


The  volleyball  team  for  1982  was 
a  force  with  great  talent.  Under 
the  fine  coaching  of  our  fearless 
leader,  Mr.  Nakaisu,  the  team  had 
its  lips  and  downs.  The  talent  came 
from  all  parts  of  the  court.  Dave 
Stinger  Burrows  would  lei  fly 
awesome  serves  while  at  the  net 
McMath  and  the  Lee  brothers, 
who  1  belic\e  are  twins,  would 
block  and  spike  the  ball  as  if  their 
lives  were  at  stake. 

Of  course,  our  18  wins  did  not 
just  come  from  these  guys.  We  had 
Mike  Dames,  Gord  Martin,  who 
believed  his  serve  was  better  than 
Burrows',  Tony  Gray,  Kevin  Eden, 
Brian  Loma.x,  who  knew  his  serve 
was  not  better  than  Burrows', 
Andrew  "Woops,  1  touched  the 
net"  Abouchar,  Mike  Wynn  and 
Jeff  Latimer,  who  was  intrigued  by 
the  game  from  his  perfect  view  on 
the  bench. 

Besides  our  regular  play,  we  had 
off  the  record  challenges  with  the 
teachers  of  SGC  and  the  dollies 
from  Havergal.  Of  course,  we 
destroyed  both  teams,  but  at  least 
the  girls  were  competitive.  These 
matches  really  showed  the  spirit 
which  kept  us  going  throughout 
the  season. 

Though  we  lost  24  games,  we 
were  always  competitive  and 
thanks  to  Mr.  Nakatsu's  effort  and 
support  we  never  gave  up,  showing 
that  volleyball  at  SGC  is  on  the  up 
and  up. 
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CROSS-COUNTRY  TEAM 


JUNIOR,   BACK  ROW:  Mr.  M.  Ackley,  Danny  Vibe,  Brian  Anderson,  Jason  Gray,  Matthew  Beam,  Andrew  Armstrong,  Stephen 
Suntotc,  Kory  Thompson,  Andrew  Baldwin,  Drew  Yamada. 

FRONT  ROW:  Ian  MacTavish,  Sean  Gurd,  Jason  Start,  Gord  Pell,  Giles  Anderson,  Darren  White,  Mike  Pezell,  Graham  White,  Vitas 
Sepelis,  Doug  Macey. 


Running  in  the  rain,  sticking  in 
mud,  catching  pneumonia,  we 
learn  all  about  perseverance.  It 
might  be  hard  to  believe  that  the 
never  ending  stairs,  the  constant 
applying  of  cream  and  the 
exhausting  competitiveness,  even 
within  the  team,  was  worth  it.  But 
if  through  this  rigour  we  first 
discover  our  tool  and  then  master 
it,  such  punishment  is  a  small  price 
to  pay. 

Outstanding  efforts  such  as 
Andrew  Lefeuvre's  seventh  in  the 
ISAA  senior  final  and  Scott 
McLellan's  second  in  the  junior 
final  were  highlights  of  this  season. 
Other  great  efforts  include 
Lefeuvre's  victory  at  the  Island 
10km  Fun  Run,  Peter  Cameron's 
and  Bill  Jackes'  finishes  at  Taylor 
Creek,  and  the  constant  par- 
ticipation by  Peter  Hull. 

To  the  team,  I  wish  good  luck  in 
future  years.  Remember  what  Mr. 
Fraser  always  said,  "Chins  up 
guys,  only  eight  more  miles." 


SENIOR,    BACK   ROW:   Andrew  Lefeuvre,   Doug  Pell,   Jamie  Spangcnhcrg,   Bill  Jackes, 
John  Cimba,  Keith  Slinson,  Charles  Morris,  Peter  Hull,  Mr.  M.  Ackley. 
FRONT  ROW:  John  Matthews,  Brent  Barclay,  D.J.  Clyde,  Peter  Cameron,  Robert  Morrison, 
Greg  McLeish,  Geoff  White. 
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SENIOR  HOCKEY 


BACK  ROW:  Mike  Rose,  John  Cimba,  Gord  Martin,  Kevin  Smith,  Brent  Routledge,  Graham  Hunt,  Alan  Howard. 

MIDDLE   ROW:   Jeff  Latimer,   Manager;   Paul  Mann,   Mike  Kostiuk,   Harty  McKeown,   Bill   Jackes,   Rob  Anthony,  Tim   Jewell,   Mr.   D.C. 

McMaster. 

FRONT  ROW:  Peter  Cameron,  Mark  Burden. 
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The  82-83  edition  of  ihe  SGC 
Hockey  Team  was  a  mixture  of 
veterans  who  had  played  at  the 
ISAA  First  Team  level  and 
numerous  first  year  players  up 
from  last  year's  Seconds.  Led  by 
Captain  Bill  Jackes,  the  team 
slowly  rounded  into  shape  and 
after  Christmas  developed  into  a 
very  competitive  team  with  their 
ISAA  counterparts  at  the  Second 
team  level.  Complimenting  Jackes 
play  were  forwards  Rob  Anthony, 
Harty  McKeown  and  Brent 
Routledge.  First  year  players  Cord 
Martin  and  Ian  Hardacre  per- 
formed well  along  with  returnees 
Kevin  Smith  and  Tim  "Bam  Bam" 
Jewell. 

As  the  season  progressed  all 
players  came  to  realize  that 
winning  is  the  product  of  work  - 
hard  work.  Players,  such  as  Mike 
Kostiuk,  Mike  Rose,  Paul  Mann, 
John  Cimba  and  Graham  Hunt  all 
gave  their  best  efforts  and  the 
results  showed  on  the  scoreboard. 
Peter  Cameron  and  Mark  Burden, 
who  finished  the  season  very 
strongly  gave  the  team  good  goal 
tending.  Special  thanks  goes  to 
Jeff  Latimer,  who  ser\ed  as  team 
manager  and  did  so  with  great 
humour  and  enthusiasm.  Also 
thanks  to  Lester  Hiraki  for  his 
work  with  a  very  sensitive  time 
clock . 

This  year's  final  game  also 
marked  the  end  of  my  long  tenure 
as  coach  of  the  First  Team.  The 
hockey  players  at  SGC  have  always 
been  special  people  for  me.  I  have 
great  memories  of  very  fine  young 
men. 

Coach  McMaster 
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THIRD  HOCKEY 


BACK  ROW:  Greg  Sutton,  Keith  Stinson,  John  Matthews,  Mike  Gare,  Tony  Hanley,  Charles  Morris,  Paul  Jaworski,  Mr.  O'Meara. 
FRONT  ROW:  Mike  Poth,  Kent  Kirkpatrick,  Cord  Manning,  Greg  McGauley,  Steve  Jones,  Peter  Smith,  Paul  Shirer,  Charles  Duncan. 
ABSENT:  Charles  Fowler,  Roger  White,  Mark  Godfrey. 


We  may  not  have  won  every  game,  but  we  were 
probably  the  most  colourful  "dressing  room"  team  in 
the  league.  These  are  some  of  the  things  one  was  likely 
to  hear: 

GARE:  You  should  have  seen  that  car  go.  It  only  took 

me  thirty  seconds  to  get  there. 

SUTTON:  Nice  hairdo,  Gare. 

MR.  O.:  Where's  Kirkpatrick? 

ANYONE:  He's  combing  his  hair. 

MR.  O.:  Gare  and  Hanley  are  a  defensive  pair  for  this 

game  -  try  and  keep  it  down  to  seven  penalties  each  for 

today's  game,  O.K.  guys? 

McGAULEY:  Did  you  hear  the  one  about  ... 

EVERYONE:  Shut  up  McGauley! 

McGAULEY:    Where   are   you   going    for   the   munch 

break  Hanley? 

HANLEY:  Well,  I'm  going  to  Cancun. 

McGAULEY:  Really?  That's  where  I'm  going!! 

MR.  O.:  Ha,  Ha,  Ha! 

HANLEY:  Oh  my  God! 

PATTINSON:   Sir!    The   time  clock   is   broken   and    I 

forgot  my  track  pants! 

MR.  O.:  I  just  talked  to  the  other  team's  coach.  Their 

smallest  guy  is  6'3",  and  he  weighs  390  pounds.  They 

recruit    all    their    players    from    a   juvenile    delinquent 

detention  facility  in  Northern  Saskatchewan. 

SHIRER:  Grrr  ... 

LARRY  (THE  ICE  FLOODER):   Jeez,  what  a  smell. 

Don't  youz  guys  even  wash  dcm  overalls? 

GODFREY:    I   think   we  should   buy   Mr.   O'Meara  a 

pizza. 

MORRIS:    Sir,    Larry    drove    the    Zamboni    into    the 

goalpost  and  put  a  big  hole  in  the  ice. 

MR.  O.:  O.K.  guys,  lime  to  go  onto  the  ice. 


DUNCAN:  I  can't  wait  'till  the  golf  season  starts. 

SUTTON:     Sir,     what     are     we     doing     in     practice 

tomorrow? 

SHIRER:  Grrrr  ... 

MR.  O.:  (Sigh)  ... 

T.    HANLEY    (Into   the   simscl):    Those  guys   were   a 

bunch  of  Apaches. 
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UNDER  14  HOCKEY 


UNDER  14  -  FRONT  ROW:  Drew  Yamada,  Andrew  Baldwin,  Ian  McTavish,  David  Bowen,  Greg 

Hess,  Tim  Earle. 

BACK  ROW:  Mr.  Ackley,  Don  Nichols,  Sean  Riley,  Darren  Proul,  Andrew  Armsirong,  Jeff 

Hess,  Brian  Anderson,  Jason  Marsh,  Jon  Hames. 
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UNDER  13  TOURNAMENT  CHAMPIONS  -  FRONT  ROW:  Andrew  Baldwin,  Drew  Yamada, 
Geoff  Goodwin,  Tim  Siewan.  Gordon  Pell. 

BACK  ROW:  Mr.  Ackley,  Greg  Hess,  Jason  Marsh,  Andrew   ,^rnl^lrong,  Jeff  Hess,   Brian 
Anderson,  Tim  Earle,  Jon  Hames. 


Under  14  Hockey  had  a  great 
season  this  year.  We  started  off 
slowly  with  a  9-5  loss  to  SAC.  In 
ihe  tournament,  however,  we  did 
fairly  well,  beating  UCC  5-4  in  a 
very  close  and  e.xciting  game.  But 
being  in  a  three  way  tie  for  second 
place   in   our  division   meant   that 


UCC  went  into  the  main  event 
since  they  had  the  most  goals  for. 
In  the  consolation  round  we  beat 
Crescent  5-0  to  go  into  the  finals 
against  Ridley,  whom  we  had  lost 
to  earlier  in  the  tournamcni.  \Vc 
beat  them  .^-2  in  another  close 
game,    making    Si.    George's    the 


consolation  champions. 

The  hockey  team  did  well  in  the 
regular  season  too.  Playing  teams 
like  .Appleby.  Lakefield,  UTS,  as 
well  as  some  teams  mentioned 
before,  we  finished  the  season  o\er 
.500. 

There  was  an  Under  13  tour- 
nament at  Crescent  School 
composed  of  alot  of  the  Under  14 
team  except  for  three  or  four 
people  who  were  too  old.  We  won 
the  tournament  beating  Crescent, 
St.  John's  (Winnipeg)  and  St. 
George's  (\'ancou\er). 

The  Under  14  team  had  a  great 
year.  Many  thanks  to  Mr.  Ackley. 
We  \oie  him  coach  of  the  year.  No 
bias  here. 

Jcfl  Hess 
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UNDER  12  HOCKEY 


FRONT  ROW:  Chris  Wahl,  Daniel  Vibe,  Geoff  Goodwin,  Chris  Monroe. 

MIDDLE  ROW;  Darren  White,  Emerick  Kaspar,  Giles  Anderson,  Richard  Burgess,  Gordon  Pell,  David  Newbould. 

BACK   ROW:   Martin  Foster,   Robert  Clarkson,   Rob  Eng,   Nick   Nussbaumer,   Malcolm   Nobbs,   Scott   Saunderson,   Graham   Fisher,   Mr. 

Rutherford. 


"Newbould,  lock  the  change 
room  door,"  was  the  typical 
statement  at  every  practice  as  he 
was  leaving  to  go  onto  the  ice.  Our 
team  had  a  tremendous  season, 
with  two  losses  (to  under  13  teams) 
and  in  the  rest  of  the  games  we 
played,  we  were  victorious. 
Gordon  Pell,  who  was  an  out- 
standing team  captain  not  only  set 
up  many  plays  and  scored  many 
goals  but  also  cheered  and 
congratulated  the  team.  Mr. 
Rutherford  deserves  a  special 
thanks  for  his  determination  and 
effort  to  pull  the  team  together. 
The  whole  team  did  its  best  and 
was  therefore  successful. 

-Graham  Fisher 
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SKI  TEAM 


BACK  ROW:  David  Woollcombe,  Scon  Lewis,  Ian  Taylor,  Tim  Watson,  David  Lyon,  Scon  Merrick.  Eric  Pringle. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Greg  Jedlicka,  Andrew  Nederpell,  Paul  McLeary,  Andy  Crysdale,  Greg  McLeish,  David  Roode.  Mr.  Walker. 

FRONT  ROW:  Mike  Woollcombe,  Tim  Verbic,  Nick  Rodomar,  Adrian  Melnick,  Geoft  Brown.  Bruce  Chappie,  Mike  Brake. 

Most  people  never  saw  the  ski 
team.  We  always  lift  at  6:45  .A.M 
and  arrived  at  the  track  at  around 
7:00  PM.  But  we  were  heard  of. 
Our  teams  were  known  for  their 
determination  to  cross  the  finish 
lines.  Sheer  determination  won  the 
Senior  B  team  a  fourth  place  finish 
for  the  season.  The  Junior  A  team, 
however,  was  our  real  talent.  They 
won  an  event  this  year  and  should 
be  proud  of  their  third  place 
overall  finish. 

Skiini!  is  now  strongly 
csiahlishcd  at  Saint  George's, 
ihaiiks  10  ihe  efforts  and  coaching 
of  Mr.  Walker.  The  skiing  genius 
of  Andy  Crysdale,  Greg  NlcLeish 
and  Paul  McI  cary  should  lead  the 
other  strong  talent  at  the  school  for 
several  years  and  bring  the 
championship  home  to  Saint 
George's. 

Good  1  uckl 


-Eric  Princlc 
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FIRST  BASKETBALL 
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The  First  Basketball  Team 
experienced  its  best  season  in  St. 
George's  history  this  year  with 
eleven  wins  and  only  three  losses  in 
regular  season  play.  The  season 
began  on  a  positive  note  when  we 
advanced  to  the  finals  of  the  ISAA 
pre-season  tournament  with  \ic- 
tories  over  UCC,  TCS,  and  Ridley. 
In  the  final  game  against  SAC,  we 
lost  by  only  one  point  in  the  final 
twenty  seconds.  During  regular 
season  play  the  team  dominated 
games  and  claimed  two  victories 
each  over  UCC,  Crescent,  SAC. 
Appleby,  and  Hillfield.  In  addition 
we  beat  TCS  once.  These  eleven 
wins  placed  us  second  in  the  league 
(we  were  seventh  last  year!)  and 
matched  us  against  TCS  in  the 
championship  tournament.  Amid 
overwhelming  school  support  we 
beat  TCS  and  moved  into  the 
championship  game  against  Ridley, 
a  game  we  lost  by  less  than  15 
points  to  finish  in  second  place. 

One  of  the  outstanding  aspects 
of  the  season  was  the  support 
received  from  the  staff  and 
students.  It  was  encouraging  to 
have  a  supportive  audience  as 
people  came  to  see  if  Andrew 
"what's  it  like  up  there" 
Abouchar  really  can  slam  dunk  the 


ball  (he  can!),  or  if  Andrew  "did 
you  say  girls"  .Merrick  does  shoot 
better  with  girls  around.  And  how 
could  anyone  pass  up  the  chance 
to  see  if  Steve  "Happy"  McMath 
really  does  look  like  Bill  Jackes? 
In  addition  the  starting  line  up 
included  Tony  "Baseline"  Wilson 
and  Ian  "Leather-reflex" 
Crassweller  back  up  play  came 
from  Dave  "I'm  still  growing, 
guys"  Burrows  and  the  grade  12 
contingents,  including  Stewart 
Istvan,  Brian  Lomax,  and  Charles 
Magyar. 

The  success  of  this  season  has 
special  importance  for  a  number  of 
these  players  for  six  of  us  will  be 
graduating  from  St.  George's  this 
year.  This  includes  our  whole 
starting  line  and  our  relief,  and 
from  a  nine-member  team  leaves 
only  three  veterans.  It  is  a  nice 
feeling  to  leave  the  basketball 
program  with  a  successful  season 
and,  on  behalf  of  the  whole  team, 
special  thanks  goes  to  Coach 
Dunkley.  For  some  of  us  he  has 
been  a  coach  for  six  years  and 
although  we  may  be  biased,  we 
feel  he  is  the  best  coach  in  the 
league.  Good  luck  to  next  year's 
team. 

Ian  Crassweller 
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UNDER  16  BASKETBALL 


This  year's  under  16  basketball 
season  was  another  great  success. 
Despite  a  losing  record  of  a  little 
less  than  .500,  every  member  of 
the  team  enjoyed  himself  brushing 
up  on  old  skills  and  even  learning 
some  new  ones.  As  a  whole,  the 
team  worked  very  hard  pulling 
together  to  win  several  very  well 
played  games.  The  ISAA  Under  16 
Basketball  tournament  was  also  a 
great  success  this  year.  Despite 
losing  a  very  close  first  game  to 
Crescent  our  team  bounced  back 
to  easily  defeat  St.  Andrew's  and 
advance  to  the  consolation  finals. 
However,  our  good  fortune  did 
not  last  as  we  lost  the  final  by  a 
mere  four  points  to  Trinity. 

Captains  Kerr  and  Durish,  with 
the  help  of  veterans  David  and 
Kent,  led  the  team  admirably.  The 
newcomers  also  added  some  new 
dimensions  to  the  team  this  year. 
At  forward  Sanchez,  Videbak,  and 
Gray  often  produced  many  points 
and  stymied  the  opponents  with 
their  shot-blocking  ability.  The 
rookie  guards  Walters,  Istvan, 
Barclay,  and  Quesnelle  made  an 
excellent  reserve  for  both  defence 
and  offence. 

The  whole  team  wishes  to  thank 
those  staff  and  students  for  their 
support  throughout  the  year,  the 
Ladies  Guild  for  the  assistance  at 
the  tournament,  and  especially  Mr. 
Nakatsu  for  giving  up  his  time  to 
coach  the  team  this  year. 

George  Kerr 


BACK  ROW:  Peter  Istvan,  Bernardo  Sanchez,  Svend  Videbak,  Hal  Kent,  George  Kerr,  Mr.  R. 

Nal<atsu. 

FRONT  ROW:  Gilbert  Quesnelle,  Owen  David,  Jason  Durish,  Tim  Walters,  Brent  Barclay. 

ABSENT:  Tony  Gray. 
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UNDER  14  BASKETBALL 


BACK    ROW:    Peter   Istvan,    Andrew   Gorman.    Dan    Keogh,    Adrian   Thornbury,    Matthew 

Hodjcra,  Greg  Albrecht,  Mr.  D'Arcy. 

FRONT  ROW:   Steve  Reinhard,  Ferdinand  Poon,  Ashley  Chow,  Luis  Del  Pozo,  Bruno  Solby. 


Our  season  began  very  similarly 
to  all  other  Georgian  sport 
seasons:  we  were  losing.  It  seemed 
that  it  couldn't  get  worse.  In  one 
of  the  earliest  games,  Mike 
Purdon,  later  to  become  injured, 
managed  to  net  2  points  into  our 
own  basket.  But  we  survived  and 
went  on  to  win  all  the  remaining 
games  but  3:  two  we  lost  to 
Hillfield  the  reigning  champions 
and  1  we  tied  with  Appleby  (29-29, 
disgusting  isn't  it!)  During  this 
suspenseful  game  with  Appleby, 
we  had  two  refs  who  seemed  to 
know  nothing  of  the  game's  rules. 
They  walked  bowlegged  and  of- 
ficiated as  if  they  had  just 
"mosey'd  up  from  the  ole  corral". 
In  conclusion,  all  of  us  on  the 
basketball  team  wish  to  thank  Mr. 
D'Arcy  for  his  lime  and  effort  in 
aiding  us  to  acquire  new  skills  and 
to  enjoy  the  game  even  more. 

-F.  Poon  and  B.  Solby 
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UNDER  13  BASKETBALL 


I'm  forced  to  pass  judgement  on 
the  Under  13  Basketball  team,  of 
which  I  am  a  member.  This 
glorious  team  managed  to  tear 
through  the  I.S.A.A.  with  a  record 
of  ten  wins,  one  loss,  and  one  tie. 
The  playing  was  superb,  the  guards 
bringing  the  basketball  up  with 
grace,  while  all  the  while  the 
forwards  popped  in  baskets  with 
ease  and  style. 

We  were  gifted  with  basketball 
skills  that  were  astounding,  both 
of  veterans  and  rookies.  Matthew 
(Loser)  Beam  was  a  blessing  from 
heaven.  George  (Speed)  Thompson 
kept  blowing  away  the  other  teams 
with  his  speed  and  scoring 
potential.  Chad  (Sarge)  Carter  and 
Alexis  (Swish)  Carty  set  up  the 
baskets.  The  other  members  - 
Caren  Cross,  Wild  LePiane, 
Munch  Laflairy,  Showoff 
Thompson,  Hands  Yury  and 
Vaillancourt  -  all  strutted  their  stuff 
during  the  tournament.  The 
tournament  itself  was  great;  we  beat 
Crescent  56-32,  Ridley  51-39,  and 
lost  in  the  finals  37-35  to  U.C.C. 
who  decided  to  put  on  two  U-14 
Basketball  members.  We  are  not 
sure  which  wins  were  coaching  wins 
alone,  but  we  had  a  great  time 
thanks  to  Mr.  Marchese.  Now  it's 
time  to  heal  from  our  bruises. 

-Phillip  Laflair 


BACK  ROW:  Sean  Fennell,  Chad  Carter,  Yuri  Botiuk,  George  Thompson,  Glenn  Hadden, 

Peter  Vaillancort,  Peter  Lepiane,  Mr.  Marchese. 

FRONT  ROW:  Kory  Thompson,  Ale.xis  Carty,   Robbie  Cairncross,  Matthew   Beam,   Phillip 

Laflair. 
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THE  CRESCENT  BASEBALL  TOURNAMENT 


Of  the  six  teams  at  the  tour- 
nament, S.G.C.  sent  two,  one 
Grade  12  and  one  Grade  13.  In  the 
first  round,  the  13's  had  a  bye  and 
the  12's  beat  Pickering  2-1.  In  the 
second  round,  the  13's  drew  the  12's 
and  blew  them  down.  The  13's  then 
played  Crescent  in  the  third  and 
final  round.  "This  was  drama  or 
what!".  Coach  Love  drooled. 
Down  7-2  in  the  top  of  the  second 
last  inning  SGC  scored  4  runs  to 


make  it  7-6.  In  the  top  of  the  last 
inning  with  two  out,  .Andrew 
Walker  poised  himself  at  the  plate, 
charged  up  two  strikes  and  putted 
one  through  the  infield  to  the 
outfield,  to  the  parking  lot.  He 
rumbled  around  the  bases:  7-7.  The 
game  should  have  ended  there,  but 
the  bottom  of  the  last  was  to  go. 
Crescent  was  to  win  8-7. 

-Verd  Saffron 
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SWIM  TEAM 


^    ©^©    f   --fwJ.J^ 


BACK  ROW:  Mark  Yelle,  Pat  Hawkins,  David  Lyon,  Paul  Hawkins,  Ed  York,  Alex  Fogden,  Kevin  Eden,  Gordon  Paul,  Mr.  Kerr. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Thomas  Palo,  Chris  Alexander,  Rob  Morrison,  Bill  Henry,  Andrew  Pace,  Chris  Cook,  Jeff  Ramage,  Todd  Yelle. 
FRONT  ROW:  John  MacDonald,  Chris  Yelle,  Stephen  Turvey,  Gareth  Edward,  Tony  Woodruff,  Fraser  Hore,  Barton  Earle,  Greg  McLeish. 


When  the  Swim  Team  was  created  a  few  years  ago, 
the  only  place  we  could  go  was  up  ...  and  we  certainly 
have  done  that  this  year!  We  were  able  to  put  together 
our  strongest  team  yet,  due  in  part  to  strong  per- 
formances from  such  notables  as  Mark  as  Todd  Yelle, 
Chris  Alexander,  and  many  others. 

Our  results  this  year  were  very  impressive.  The 
powerful  U.C.C.  and  the  imported  S.A.C.  teams  had 
problems  beating  us.  We  edged  T.C.S.  and  swamped 
Ridley  and  Appleby  on  many  occasions.  Appleby, 
embarrassed  by  their  continued  defeats  at  our  hands, 
failed  to  show  up  at  one  meet!  In  the  final  tournaments 
of  the  year,  our  2nd  team  came  third,  and  our  firsts 
did  almost  as  well. 

I  have  been  on  the  swim  team  for  many  years,  and  I 
was  honoured  to  be  its  captain  this  year.  On  behalf  of 
the  team,  I  would  like  to  thank  everyone  who  helped  us 
this  year,  especially  our  coach  -  IVIr.  Kerr.  !Vlost  of  all, 
I  would  like  to  thank  all  the  swimmers  for  a  great  year 
and  wish  them  all  the  best  ne.xt  year. 

Paul  Hawkins 
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TRACK  AND  FIELD 


The  1983  Track  Team  was  a 
definite  thriller  for  all  the  many 
outstanding  athletes  who  par- 
ticipated. To  say  the  least,  the 
season  was  quite  short,  but  because 
of  intense  training  (carbohydrates) 
and  the  severe  determination  em- 
ployed by  our  coach,  Mr.  Ackley, 
we  were  ready.  The  I.S.A.A.  meet 
was  cancelled  due  to  rain,  making 
the  Quaker  relays  the  main  thrust  of 
the  team's  efforts.  It  became  the 
pinnacle  of  success  for  the  whole 
season.  T.  Watson,  J.  Cimba,  K. 
Smith,  B.  Jackes  and  R.  Anthony 
made  up  the  gallant  force  which  was 
to  oppose  the  other  mighty  com- 
petitors. Remarkable  victories  were 
accompHshed  by  relay  teams  in 
which  there  were  two  firsts  and  a 
third,  achieved  under  the  leadership 
of  Kevin  Smith,  whose  devoted 
training  and  consistent  hard  work 


proved  him  an  example  to  all 
Cicorgians.  Everyone  was  kept 
motivated  by  John  Cimba,  who  was 
as  fast  as  the  sun,  and  Tim  Watson, 


fast  as  a  gazelle.  Bill,  on  the  other 
hand,  was  renowned  for  his  nature 
walks  after  the  races. 

-Andrew  Lefeuvre 
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This  year's  Junior  Track  team 
competed  in  two  meets  one  against 
St.  Andrew's  College  and  the  other 
was  I.S.A.A.  meet  at  Crescent 
School.  Although  the  team  was  not 
overly  successful  in  the  two  meets 
that  we  entered,  we  all  had  a  really 
good  time. 

The  whole  team  would  like  to 
thank  Mr.  Ackley  who  did  a  great 
job  coaching  the  team.  Mr.  Ackley 
was  very  patient  with  all  of  us  and 
never  forced  us  to  go  into  any 
event  that  we  did  not  want  to  go 
in. 

All  in  all  this  year  was  a  really 
fun  one  for  the  whole  of  the 
Junior  Track  team. 

-Andrew  Armstrong 


81 


HOUSE 
LEAGUE 
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THE  CROSS-COUNTRY  RUN 


As  the  man  and  his  dog  ambled 
over  the  crest  of  the  hill  leading 
into  High  Park,  they  came  upon  a 
strange    sight.    Spread    out    before 
him,    was    what    appeared    to    be 
some  sort  of  army.  The  'uniforms' 
were    of    all    colours    and    styles, 
ranging  from  a  chauffeur's  outfit  to 
someone      who      resembled      his 
grandfather;    pipe,    cardigan,    and 
walker  included.  The  'men'  milled 
about    in    total    chaos,    shouting, 
gossiping  or  beating  each  other  up. 
A     bedraggled     figure     appeared, 
obviously    a    figure    of    authority, 
and  informed  him  of  the  details. 
This  'battalion'  was  actually  grades 
9  to  13  of  St.  George's  College,  on 
their   First    Annual   Cross-Country 
Run.  The  youngest   of  the  troupe 
had  to  run   1.5  miles,  the  boys  of 
grades  10  and  11  had  2.5  miles  to 
run,  while  the  eldest  were  to  prove 
their     strength     and     agility     by 
running  3  miles.   He  thought  that 
this  was  an  excellent  idea,  perfect 
for    discipline    and    raising    school 
spirit  —  clearly  the  line  of  thought 
that   the   organizers   had   had.    He 
decided    to    watch,    but    distanced 
himself  to  get  a  clear  view  of  the 
run.  Suddenly,  there  were  confused 
shouts  from  the  starting  mark,  as 
the  first  group  assembled   —  and 
they  were  off!  They  quickly  spread 
out,     with     those     who     felt     the 
agonies  of  such  a  run  at  such  an 
unheard  of  hour,  dropping  off  to 
the  side.  (Quite  literally,  dropping 
off!)  However,  the  major  part  of 
the    group    surged    forward,    with 
enthusiasm.    They    turned    up    the 
hill  towards  him,  and   he  realized 
all   too   late,   that    they  were  con- 
centrating so  hard,  that  they  barely 
saw  him.   Instead,   they  thundered 
closer,      sweat      pouring,      feet 
pounding,  arms  pumping.  He  cried 
out,  vainly,  "Stop!",  but  the  thrill 
of  the  run  blocked  their  hearing. 
He  tried  to  get  out  of  the  way,  but 
he  was  soon  enveloped  in  a  mass 
of    bodies.    As    it    passed    on,    he 
watched,    shaken,    as    the    group 
pounded    on,    with    dust    at    their 
heels. 

Sean  Hayes 


WINNERS: 

Bruce  Chappie  -  Cant  -  Grade  9 

Owen  David  -  York  -  Grade  10 


Peter  Cameron  -  Win  -  Grade  1 1 
-lohn  Matthews  -  West  -  Grade  12 
Andrew  LeFeuvrc  -  Cant  -  Grade  13 
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INTER-HOUSE  MUSIC  COMPETITION 


On  Thursday.  October  14,  1982. 
the  four  honour-siecpcd  houses  of 
our  school  assembled  in  the  newly 
revamped  Keichum  Hall  for  the 
annual  Interhouse  Music  Com- 
petition. There  were  three  major 
categories  in  the  competition:  a  pre- 
selected hymn,  band  music,  and  an 
individual  choral  piece.  All  houses 
performed  ver\  well,  some  better 
than  others,  though.  The  final 
placements  were  Winchester  in  first. 
Canterbury  in  second,  York  in 
third,  and  Westminster  was  third 
runner-up.  We  must  give  our  thanks 
to  our  judges  -  Mr.  Bradley,  Mr. 
While,  and  Mr.  Bryant.  In  con- 
clusion, it  is  fair  to  say  that 
everyone  had  a  good  time  and  we 
can  onlv  hope  thai  our  inicresi  and 
skill  in  music  was  furthered. 
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GAMES 


One  day  I  had  a  dream  of  being 
an  athlete  and  the  next  day  I  had 
the  nightmare  of  coming  up 
against  Mr.  Love's  wrath  in  a 
friendly  game  of  touch  football.  I 
would  learn  to  love  that  nightmare 
but  only  after  1  played  ball  hockey 
with  Mr.  Love  the  following 
spring. 

-Billy  Trombone  -  York 
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\\c  have  a  plant  in  ihc  Prefect 
Room  which  has  been  hving  on  an 
inverse  proportionality  with  House 
Spirit.  Jeff  Latimer,  the  House 
Captains,  and  I  noticed  thai  the 
plant  was  alive  in  September  while 
School  Spirit  needed  some  lifting. 
Our  goal,  therefore,  has  been  to 
star\e  the  plant  with  understanding 
that  as  the  plant  grows.  School 
Spirit  diminishes  and  as  the  plant 
dies.  School  Spirit  gains.  I  am 
happy  to  report  that  it  is  only 
December  and  already  the  plant 
has  lost  most  of  its  leaves  and 
what  is  left  is  a  dry,  yellow  and 
most  likely  to  disappear  by 
January. 

After  careful  consideration  I 
have  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
this  quick  death  is  primarily  due  to 
the  enthusiasm  with  which  people 
have  thrown  themselves  into 
various  House  League  Activities. 
House  League  games  in  the  first 
term  have  also  done  a  lot  to  raise 
School  Spirit  as  the  Basketball,  the 
Football  Field  and  the  Soccer  Field 
have  all  been  crowded  with 
students  supporting  their  houses. 
In  Grade  9  and  10  House  League 
Canterbury  won  both  the 
Basketball  and  the  Football 
Championships  much  to  the 
chagrin  of  Winchester  who  are 
second  in  both  events.  Winchester 
was  undaunted,  however,  and 
returned  to  beat  York  in  Grades 
II,  12  and  13  House  League 
Football. 

While  Canterbury  and  Win- 
chester fought  it  out  in  the  Senior 
School,  there  was  a  great  battle 
between  York  and  Westminster  in 
the  Junior  School.  In  Basketball 
^ork  edged  Westminster  to  win  the 
Grades  4,  5  and  6  Championship 
while  Westminster  beat  York  to 
win  the  Grades  7  and  8  cham- 
pionship. York  went  on  to  win  the 
Grades  7  and  8  Soccer  Cham- 
pionships, and  Canterburv  won  the 
Grades  4,  5  and  6  Soccer 
Championships. 

After  all  the  excitement  of  First 
Term  House  league  I  can  only  say 
one  thing:  I  hope  that  in  future 
years  the  plant  in  the  Prefect 
Room  dies  even  faster! 

-Ian  Crasswellcr 
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STUDENTS  VERSUS  MASTERS 
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7-3  snovvout.  Who  says  the 
masters  can't  whip  those  whipper- 
snappers  into  shape  on  the  ball 
hockey  court,  at  least  in  the  first 
game.  The  Students  versus  the 
Masters  -  the  students  in  the  bad 
shapes  (I  need  an  iron  lung,  man) 
of  the  Prefects.  The  Ack,  in  the 
pipes,  was  hoping  to  see  the  odd 
shot  so  he  could  scrape  up  the 
knees  of  his  new  goalie  pads. 
'They  scored  three  goals  on  me 
when  1  went  on  my  coffee  break,' 
said  the  debonair  goalie.  The  Head 
Prefect  said,  'there  wasn't  a 
chance  out  there  with  Wood- 
chopper  Love  hacking  up  the 
game.' 

7-6  squeaker  in  the  second. 
Student  revenge!  'But  there  are 
very  good  reasons,'  said  Mr. 
Clayton,  formerly  of  the  Otonobee 
Muskrats.  'We  all  had  to  leave 
early  to  get  home  to  cook  dinner.' 
The  masters  were  up  three  and 
only  after  their  exodus  to  wedded 
bliss  did  the  Prefects  (1  need 
another  iron  lung,  man)  manage  to 
tie  it  6-6.  The  one  master  left  (who 
was   that    masked    man?)   and    the 


Prefects  decided  to  go  into 
overtime  to  see  who  the  real 
winner  would  be.  Rumours  have  it 
that  the  game  lasted  another  two 
hours.  The  last  master  finally 
dropped  with  fatigue  and  quickly 
the  Prefects  took  advantage  of  ihc 


situation,       taking 
minutes     longer     to 
breaker. 


only      fifteen 
pot     the    lie 

Tonto  Fletcher 
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SENIOR  SWIM  MEET 


Splish,  splash,  I  was  lakin'  a 
bath,  all  on  a  Saturday  night:  or 
was  it  a  Tuesday  morning  at  the 
Benson  building?  Yes!  It  was  the 
beginning  of  that  chlorine  infection 
that  made  me  feel  so  vibrant  for 
the  holidays.  1  remember  the  sun 
glimmering  off  the  water  and  those 
bronzed  godlike  boys  strutting 
their  muscle  around  the  pool, 
daring  any  of  those  girlie  Varsity 
sophomores  down  for  a  couple  of 
laps  around  the  pool.  By  God,  it 
was  a  fine  swim  meet.  We  sat  on 
balloons,  we  threw  D'Arcy  in,  we 
shouted  our  slogans  better  than  a 
thousand  of  Louis  B.  Mayer's 
best. 

But  alas,  all  could  not  win.  No! 
Only  the  best  won  and  the  best  is 
Canterbury!  Yes,  yes!  We  have  the 
best  fins,  we  have  the  best  gills. 
We  flutterboard  fast  and 
backstroke  wickedly.  Mr.  Ackley 
\sould  never  have  to  lifeguard  for 
us,  for  we  are  the  wettest  of  all 
mankind! 

Baron  Blowfish  lid 
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JUNIOR  SCHOOL  TRACK  MEET 


This  year's  track  meet  was  much 
like  last  year's  -  Canterbury  won. 
They  did  it  at  the  expense  of  the 
other  three  houses.  Winchester, 
however,  who  was  at  the  bottom 
of  the  barrel  last  year,  sharpened 
up  and  finished  a  close  second, 
only  fifteen  points  out  of  first 
place.  York  placed  third  and 
Westminster,  of  course,  finished 
last. 

It  was  a  great  goodbye  present 
for  Mr.  Smith,  who  is  departing 
for  Cresent  next  year.  Mr.  Smith's 
good  coaching  led  to  the  Can- 
terbury win  of  the  meet. 

Greg  McGauley  had  a  good 
time,  showing  for  Winchester  by 
winning  the  300  metre  and  coming 
second  in  the  900  metre  races.  The 
other  houses  also  had  a  good 
showing  OR  two,  but  Canterbury 
really  shone,  and  the  win  certainly 
proves  this. 

-Will  Fripp 
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SENIOR  SCHOOL  TRACK  DAY 


St.  George's  nth  Track  and  Field 
Day  came  and  went  some  time  ago. 
The  signs  at  first  were  not 
promising.  The  day  was  cold 
enough  to  justify  Mr.  Wilson's  Up- 
ihe-Nahanni-Gear,  and  the  rain  held 
itself  off  only  in  order  to  foil  the 
sure-fire  odds  offered  in  the 
morning. 

Viewed  through  a  glass  darkly, 
however,  with  the  addition  of  a 
thick  layer  of  greasy  smoke  from 
Mr.  Ackley  and  the  hotdogs  ("I'm  a 
chef!  Like  yours  smoked  or 
smoking?!"),  the  e\ent  was 
anything  but  a  failure.  E\eryone 
seemed  to  have  a  great  time,  and  the 
weather,  facilities  and  food  kept 
things  merry.  Let's  not  forget  .Army 
and  his  lunchtime  special,  Cimba 
swallowing  his  bat,  or  the  Grade 
12's  getting  blown  away  by  the 
Grade  1 3's  and  the  teachers. 


-Will  Fripp  and  Brother. 
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ACTIVITIES 


YEARBOOK  CREDITS 


Working  on  the  yearbook  is 
unlike  any  other  activity  in  the 
school.  It  is  not  only  an  extracur- 
ricular activity  but  a  responsibility. 
The  yearbook  is  more  than  an 
archival  report  of  the  school  year 
but  a  Hving  account  of  memorable 
people  and  events.  We  try  to 
represent  the  school  and  be  sensitive 
to  things  that  have  happened.  We 
do  as  best  as  we  can  but  we  must 
accept  that  our  present  work  will 
not  become  apparent  until  many 
months  in  the  future.  One  might 
ask;  what  is  the  spirit  and  en- 
thusiasm that  make  us  work 
diligently  the  whole  year  without 
feedback  until  the  following  year? 

Special  thanks  to  Eric  "Super 
Salesman"  Sharf;  John  "Fast 
Fingers"  Quaggin  whose  last  stroke 
was  to  eat  our  brand  new  typewriter 
without  salt;  Eric  Fripp,  who 
quoted  Bill  Shakespeare  while 
whipping  off  pages;  Will  Fripp,  who 
declined  an  offer  to  do  a  special  TV 
interview  to  help  support  his  year- 
book; and  George  "Master 
Busboy"  Hodjera  who  did  pages  on 
the  TTC.  Thanks  to  Mr.  Bentley  for 
his  promptness  and  efficiency  in  the 
financial  aspects;  and  many  thanks 
to  all  members  of  staff  and  students 
for  their  creative  contributions.  And 
last  but  very  importantly  a  special 
thanks  to  Mr.  Fulford,  our  staff 
adviser,  without  whom  you  people 
would  not  be  reading  this  book  for 
me. 

Lester  Hiraki 
Editor 
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BOCK 
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Wednesday  18,  May  1983  saw 
the  highlight  of  "Tirips  Week"  - 
the  return  of  "Bock  Day"  the  Son 
of  Bock.  It  has  become  the  symbol 
that  school  is  soon  going  to  end 
and  the  summer  barbecue  parties 
are  coming  at  last.  Not  only  did 
the  Grade  12's  maintain  well  the 
established  tradition  of  devoting 
one  entire  afternoon  in  May  for 
eating  hamburgers,  lying  in  the  sun 
and  listening  to  music,  but  added 
to  it  considerably.  This  year,  we 
invited  the  .Junior  School  to 
participate  in  Bock  Day  II.  We 
urged  them  to  try  their  luck  in 
games  such  as  "The  Obstacle 
Course.",  the  "Football-ihrough- 
thc  tire  game"  and  "Fill  the 
Bucket." 

Despite  a  few  minor  setbacks, 
including  the  fear  of  almost 
rimning  out  of  hamburger  meat 
and  George  Hodjera's  refusal  lo 
do  his  impression  of  .lack 
Nicholson  in  "The  Shining"  for 
Mr.  Nakatsu,  a  good  time  was  had 
by  all.  including  the  Grade  12's. 
We  raked  in  a  grand  total  of 
S676.77  which  will  be  donated  to 
ilic  Toronto  Western  Hospital. 

-Jamie  Thompson 

and  Mark  (uuifrev 
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CHOIR 


This  year  started  out  as  it  had  done  in  the  past,  with 
hellos,  greetings  and  all  the  memories  of  a  year  gone 
by.  But  the  first  choir  period  that  took  place  in  eighty- 
two  was  very  special.  Not  only  was  it  when  the 
choristers  of  that  year  were  announced,  but  Mr. 
Bradley  announced  that  because  there  was  no  tour  the 
year  before,  the  choir  would  participate  in  an  overseas 
tour  with  visits  to  Frankfurt,  Munich,  Venice, 
Florence,  Paris,  Siena,  Rome,  and  Paris.  At  this,  many 
of  the  new  boys  stood  about  with  dumbfounded  ex- 
pressions on  their  faces  not  able  to  comprehend  the 
magnitude  of  the  announcement.  But  many  of  the  old 
boys  grinned  with  the  anticipation  of  a  holiday  with  all 
their  friends  and  other  nocturnal  activities!  So,  with  the 
help  of  the  record  sales,  various  choral  functions,  and 
support  of  the  faculty  and  parents,  this  choir  tour  will 
be  the  greatest  ever! 

-  Greg  Albrecht 
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THE  SERVERS 


The  Servers'  Guild  was  involved 
in  several  imponani  services  this 
year,  including  the  Christmas 
Carol  Service  televised  coast  to 
coast  by  the  CBC.  In  addition,  we 
were  privileged  to  ser\e  at  the 
Annual  Service  of  Baptism  and 
Confirmation  at  which  the  Dean  of 
Toronto,  Bishop  Stiff,  officiated; 
the  Choral  Eucharists;  the 
Wednesday  morning  celebrations; 
and  Friday  afternoons. 

I  should  like  to  thank  all  the 
servers  (including  some  newcomers 
from  the  Junior  School)  for  their 
dedication,  especially  Chris 
Bramble  and  Paul  Clark,  who  were 
my  "right-hand  men",  and  filled 
in  whenever  they  were  needed.  I 
should  also  like  to  thank  Fr. 
Michael  for  his  leadership,  support 
and  patience. 

-Steve  Armes 
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THE  SCHOOL  CONCERT 


The  grade  four  choir,  which  has  this  year  not  only 
performed  at  the  Open  House  but  also  at  the  Music 
Festival  at  Massey  Hall,  opened  this  year's  School 
Concert  with  selections  from  "Oliver."  Next,  the  B 
band,  under  Maestro  West,  performed  Handel's 
"Firework  Music",  excerpts  from  Beethoven's  Sym- 
phonies and  "Close  Encounters." 

The  clarinet  choir  triumphed  with  their  performance  of 
"Londonderry  Air",  and  the  grade  9  band  gave  a 
stunning  rendition  of  Bach's  B  flat  major  Fugue.  The 
evening  was  capped  by  the  A  Band's  pyrotechnics  in  Sgt 
Pepper's  Lonely  Heart's  Club  Band,  "Shaft",  and  the 
theme  from  E.T. 

All  in  all  the  evening  was  a  great  success,  with  a  wide 
variety  of  music  as  well  as  of  performing  groups.  The 
greatest  satisfaction  for  the  audience,  however,  was  to  see 
the  pleasure  on  the  performers'  faces. 
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THE  INDEPENDENT  SCHOOLS' 
MUSIC    FESTIVAL 


I  remember  the  contusion.  The 
vast  amount  of  people,  that 
commenced  the  First  Annual 
Independent  Schools  Musical 
Festival  at  Massey  Hall.  Just  the 
number  of  schools  involved  brings 
lo  mind  a  bureaucratic  nightmare, 
B.S.S.,  Havergal,  St.  Michael's, 
St.  Clement's,  Hillfield- 
Strathallan,  St.  Andrew's,  U.C.C., 
Crescent  and  yes,  even  St. 
George's  the  organizers  of  the 
mass  rally.  Usually  I  think  of  these 


schools  as  rivals,  but  for  this 
magical  night,  disputes  would  be 
set  aside,  and  music  would  fill  our 
thoughts.  Unfortunately,  the  first 
practice  did  not  orchestrate  these 
beliefs,  and  the  general  feeling 
circulating  throughout  the  hall  was 
one  of  impending  disaster. 
Luckily,  a  stern  and  very  op- 
timistic staff  inspired  us,  the 
dishevelled  youth,  into  belie\ing 
that  firstly  we  could  sing,  and 
secondly  that  young  children  could 


stand  for  10  minutes  straight. 
Needless  to  say,  the  event  was  a 
success,  and  a  lot  of  credit  must  be 
given  to  the  staff,  in  particular, 
Mr.  Demierre  our  leader,  and  our 
vocal  trainers  Mr.  White  and  .Mr. 
Bryant,  the  office  staff,  and  the 
Ladies  Guild  for  the  thankless  jobs 
like  ticket  sales  and  food.  Finally, 
thanks  must,  be  extended  to  the 
performers  who  sang  magnificently. 

-  Kevin  Smith 
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On  October  30th  1982  our 
school  held  our  first  tournament. 
The  Challenge  Saucer,  as  it  was 
appropriately  called,  was  a 
complete  success.  William  Henry 
and  Stephen  Bohon  ranked  third 
and  fourth  out  of  thirty  talented 
debaters  from  all  over  Toronto.  St. 
Clement's  School  won  the  tour- 
nament and  are  the  custodians  of 
the  Saucer  until  the  next 
Challenge. 

That  was  the  first  of  what  would 
be  our  most  successful  year.  Our 
membership  in  the  Fulford  Cup 
League  enabled  us  to  venture  to 
the  three  tournaments.  Resolutions 
regarding  Churchill  and 
anachronisms,  the  threat  that  the 
superpowers  pose  to  the  world  and 
the  relative  merits  of  Cuisinary 
vegetable  blenders  as  party  hats. 
Our  team  managed  to  improve  our 
position  from  tenth  in  the  first 
Fulford  to  fifth  in  the  third.  There 
are  many  people  to  thank, 
especially  Sean  Hayes,  Kevin  Smith 
and  Kevin  Eden  who  permitted 
themselves  to  be  recruited  for  the 
team,  and  unwittingly  saved  the 
reputation  of  the  school.  Thanks 
also  to  team  think  tank  of  Fr. 
Pegler,  Bruce  Patterson  and  Eric 
Fripp. 

Other  achievements  include 
afternoon  debates  with  St. 
Clement's  and  an  open  house 
.debate  with  Branksome  Hall. 
Better  luck  next  year,  D.F.  This 
year  William  Henry  went  to  the 
metro  finals,  and  finished  eighth 
out  of  forty-four  debaters.  He 
qualified  to  enter  the  Provincial 
tournament  on  May  20/1983.  He 
placed  sixteenth  out  of  sixty 
talented  debaters  from  all  across 
Ontario. 

At  last  it  is  necessary  to  mention 
those  who  form  the  hard  core  of 
the  debating  group.  Those  who 
through  their  efforts,  produced 
teams  that  earned  the  school  many 
laurels.  They  are  Bruce  Patterson, 
Eric  Fripp,  David  Feliciant, 
Michael  Henry,  Charlie  Fowler, 
Victor  Mehra,  Ross  Dixon, 
Michael  Globe,  Robert  Devry, 
William  Henry,  David  Lichacz. 
Next  year  will  be  even  better.  Who 
said  debaters  were  boring! 


DEBATING 


Utoper  C^TJfcia  Collejgfe   DeTsating;  So«ietjf 
^   /»Stf  »KAJfcU/|    ^tcKw   4^  liwdk  UO  ccf '*TrCM^♦^«/<*^ ,  UK, 


-William  Henry 
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PUB  CLUB 


The  academic  year  1982-83  saw  the  return  ol  the  Pub 
Club,  not  seen  for  many  a  year.  The  aim  of  "the  pub"  or 
PUBIicity  Club  is  to  generate  student  support  and 
participation  in  every  aspect  of  school  social  hfe,  ranging 
from  dances  to  Hot  Dog  lunches  to  soccer  games  against 
U.C.C.  or  Crescent  School. 

Our  biggest  success  this  year  was  our  year  long  ad- 
vertising campaign  for  the  long-awaited  Trial  by  Jury 
production  in  May.  We  also  printed  publicity  for  ALL 
the  Hot  Dog  lunches,  Athletic  events,  as  well  as  for 
Father  Micheal's  very  well  received  production  of  the 


Lion  in  Winter  back  in  November.  Next  year  we  hope  to 
expand  the  membership  of  the  Pub  Club.  The  club  is 
open  to  anyone  who  wants  some  experience  in  working 
with  drawing  and  painting  techniques. 

Members  of  the  Pub  Club:  Mr.  D.J.  Armitagc,  Staff 
Adviser;  Graeme  .\lorphy.  President;  Vince  Natali, 
Gerrard  Bctts,  John  Oioo,  Robert  Devry,  Victor 
Fricberg,  Jeff  Ramage,  Stuart  McLellan,  Paul  McLeary, 
William  McCausland,  Nils  Vocrmann,  and  Jamie 
Thompson. 

-  Jamie  Thompson 


Of  th- [ijG0[?  CJIG  [I)e& 
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THE  BLACKBALL 


17-9  for  the  staff.  The  question 
is:  were  they  playing  with  the 
grade  13's?  By  the  sixth  inning  it 
was  5  to  zip  for  the  students.  Does 
that  sound  unbelievable?  So  what 
happened?  Evidently  the  change 
occurred  when  "Rebel"  dropped 
the  pop  after  being  run  down  by 
"Slim",  though  some  think  that  it 
had  more  to  do  with  the  warming 
of  Dunk's  windmill.  Who 
remembers  the  change  up  to  Craw? 
His  life  flashed  before  his  eyes 
before  the  ball  crossed  the  plate. 

So  let  me  say  bye  to  "Babe", 
"Stretch",  "Box  Score", 
"Spider",  "Hoover",  and  the  rest 
of  the  Blackballers.  May  your  bats 
be  wooden. 

-Mickey 
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PREFECT  SKATE 


I'll  never  forget  that  day,  Friday 
December  3,  1982.  I  was  always 
trying  to  get  Andrew  Merrick,  our 
class  prefect,  onto  the  ice.  We  all 
had  so  much  fun.  1  liked  it  when 
we  made  snakes,  where  one  person 
holds  onto  the  person  in  front  of 
them  and  so  on.  1  was  always  at 
the  end.  Boy,  I'll  never  stay  at  the 
end  of  a  snake  again!  When  the 
person  at  the  front  does  a  sharp 
turn,  the  person  at  the  end  has  a 
big  nip.  I  almost  forgot  the  races. 
1  kepi  on  tripping  as  we  went  from 
one  end  o\'  the  rink  to  the  other. 
W  hen  lunch  came  1  was  so  sleepy 
that  I  forgot  the  change  from  a 
$10  bill.  Then  we  came  back  to 
school  and  played  hocke\ .  That 
was  the  end  of  the  day. 

Adrian  Colussi 
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OPEN  HOUSE 
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OPEN  HOUSE!  WoweeEEEE! 
If  you  missed  it,  you  missed  a 
chance  to  be  inspired  forever. 
What  was  there?  You  might  well 
ask.  We  had  Junior  and  Senior 
School  students  "edjucatin'  all 
them  people".  OOOOOeeeeEEE! 

Cirade  8  lab  experiments:  Igor, 
pass  the  severed  arm.  Ha,  ha,  ha, 
slurp. 

Junior  School  Drama:  Fiends, 
Romaines  and  Bountyman,  lend 
me  your  car  holes. 

Cirade  Six  Business  Game:  Mrs. 
K.  -  How  could  you  sell  Bell 
Canada?  Of  all  things.  Little 
Petkovich  -  $600  profit  Mrs.  K. 

Serp:  Now  what  is  the  past 
pluperfect  of? 

Grade  12  Eco:  Hello,  hello,  this 
is  Rexenue  Canada.  Do  you  know 
any  prayers. 

French:  Ah  Frenchie,  life  is  how 
you  call  it,  side  by  each. 


Math: 


l\2! 


Not    fast    enough? 


Igor,  another  volunteer. 


Computer  Science:  I  am  not  a 
machine,  I  am  a  mani 

Athletics:  We  call  basketball  and 
\olle\ball  the  worship  of  human 
kinetics.  Ooooo! 

Science:  There  are  parts  of  a  pig 
that  look  like  candy  floss.  No 
Igor,  not  yet!  Not  yet  I 

History:  No.  history  isn't 
boring.  Nero  eats  grapes  and 
Napoleon  really  only  had  an  itchy 
lummy. 

Debating:  The  girls  said, 
"Where  are  the  men?"  The  boys 
started  to  press  their  350  lb.  ideas. 

Music:  Grade  4  cacophony. 
Beeilunen  rolled  oxer,  ^'eah,  yeah, 
yeah.  And  all  sons  of  other 
e\c)uisiie  sounds  which  are 
presently  approaching  Pluto  on 
their  way  to  ...  .Ahhhhhhhl 

Senior  School  Drama:  To  be 
valiant  is  to  want  your  final 
cheeseburger  with  the  works. 

Dr.  Ecnstccn 
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OLD  BOYS'  NIGHT 


Success  is  in  style,  as  Rollo 
McGee  was  once  heard  to  whisper 
after  his  invention  of  the  rein- 
carnated chocolate  bar.  And  a 
success  it  was  for  the  organizers  of 
the  1983  Old  Boys'  Night.  After 
some  heavy  muscle  work  both  on 
the  ice  and  on  the  court,  Ketchum 
Hall  jumped  with  memories, 
handshakes,  reminiscences,  and 
generations  of  Georgians.  "What 
about  such  and  such?"  "I  didn't 
recognize  you  under  that 
moustache."  "You  have  how 
many  kids?  But  it  was  just  last 
year  that  I  failed  you  on  that 
history  assignment." 

Things  started  out  with  two 
hockey  games  at  Varsity  and  a 
basketball  game  at  the  S.G.C. 
gym.  Obviously  the  Old  Boys  knew 
how  to  tie  skates  better  than  tie 
running  shoes  for  they  won  both 
hockey  games  (despite  years  of 
debauchery  since  leaving  St. 
George's)  while  losing  at 
basketball.  The  S.G.C.  teams  have 
intimated  to  me  personally  that 
they  have  to  let  the  Old  Boys  win 
at  least  once  a  decade.  Of  the 
basketball  game  1  can  only  say  that 
Peter  Bromley  blubbered  pitifully 
to  himself  after  the  game  and  Ian 
Boake,  as  player-coach,  kept 
threatening  his  players  hoping  to 
make  them  stay  on  for  their  full 
shift  even  though  they  believed  it 
would  cause  permanent  lung 
damage. 

Sami  Bazooka 


BACK  ROW:  Brook  Bisloe,  Dave  Campbell,  Mark  Hunter,  Jim  Ellies,  Steve  Wesley,  Bill 

Clarke,  Brian  Tobin,  Scott  Grins. 

FRONT  ROW:  Pat  McMichael,  Eraser  Phillips,  Tony  Rubes,  John  Wesley,  David  Williams. 


BACK  ROW:  Blake  Johnson,  Kevin  McNaughlon,  Peter  Bromley,  Glen  Oilers,  Chi  is  L\ans. 
FRONT  ROW:   Ian  Boakc,  Tim  Durnford,  Gareth  Taylor,  Gage  Jul!,   Dave  Bowlby.  Mike 
Kac/ala,  Paul  Mazzc. 
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GOODBYE  DEARS! 


Dear  Father  Pegs, 

I  mean  like  1  hope  1  can  be 
informal  and  all  that  cause  we're 
both  men  now  and  gotta  think  like 
one,  right?  1  thought  I'd  just  drop 
you  a  line  from  Pepsi-Cola 
University  and  let  ya  know^  how 
I'm  doin  and  wonder  about  you  at 
the  same  time,  bein  retired  and 
o\er  there  where  the  people  speak 
with  small  mouths. 

Well  like  after  so  long  in  Grade 
10  (only  the  good  God  knows  how 
long  really,  ha,  ha,  ha)  1  decided  I 
should  do  something  with  my  life 
so  I  quit  SGC  and  went  lookin  for 
some  real  experience.  1  mean  after 
I  heard  that  you  weren't  gonna  be 
teachin  and  all  that  1  figured  that 
fidget  in  would  never  be  the  same 
again.  The  first  thing  I  did  was  go 
for  a  mohawk,  then  a  skin  head, 
then  tried  the  New  Romantic  look, 


and  finally  went  back  to  punk.  1 
mean  punk  is  supposed  to  be  dead 
and  all  that,  but  I  remember  you 
sayin  that  art  never  dies  only 
people  do  and  1  thought  that  was 
neat  and  true.  Take  Punk  for 
instance.  It's  real  art  and  lotsa 
punkers  are  real  dead.  How  about 
Sid,  eh?  Sid  Vicious,  you  know, 
the  Wayne  Gretzky  of  Punk.  I 
think  he  probably  discovered  the 
safety  pin. 

At  Pepsi-Cola,  you  know,  life  is 
what  it  should  be.  Smooth  and  just 
a  bit  of  fidgetin.  You'd  really  be 
knocked  out  by  my  girlfriend,  1 
mean  1  don't  want  to  brag  or 
anything  but  purple  hair  is  real 
boss,  especially  with  her  'goin  to 
meeiin'  stud  belt.  Anyway  I  call 
her  Pinkie,  though  that's  not  her 
birth  certificate  number,  and  she's 
into  Eng.  Lit.  and  all  that  stuff, 
jusi    like    you.    She's    not    big    on 


Chuck  and  his  Tale  Between  Two 
Cities  and  she  thinks  Billy  Boy 
should  have  been  frying  omelettes 
rather  than  writing  about  small 
hams  (Hamlet,  ha,  ha,  ha).  Now. 
she's  into  very  heavy  copy  for  J\ 
commercials.  Me,  hey,  I  read  the 
labels  on  beer  cans,  cause,  ya 
know  there's  noihin  like  a  coldie 
after  a  good  fidgetin  Eng.  Lit. 
class  or  e\en  a  good  fidgeting 
sermon,  even  if  it's  about  me  and  1 
don't  know  it. 

I  love  safely  pins, 

F.F. 


P.S.  The  picture  is  outia  my 
mother's  'Photo  Album  for  the 
Insanity  of  Punkers  Everywhere.' 
Drop  me  a  safety  pin  if  you  GET  a 
chance. 
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ATHLETIC  BANQUET 


A  silence  echoed  through  the 
Great  Hall  of  Hart  House.  All 
were  in  disbelief;  Mr.  Dunkley, 
had  admittably  made  a  mistake, 
his  first  since  1949.  Now  only  Mr. 
Armitage  remained  errorless  at  St. 
George's  College.  Mr.  Dunkley, 
his  veneer  of  perfection  shattered 
and  his  confidence  destroyed, 
turned  to  Mr.  Ackley  to  proceed 
with  the  Seventh  Annual  Athletic 
Banquet. 

Mr.  Ackley,  assuring  us  that  he 
could  do  no  wrong  following  the 
Athletic  Director's  faux  pas, 
presented  the  Special  Awards. 
These  included  the  "Wrong-Way 
Georgian",  "Moochie"  and 
"Coach  of  the  Year"  trophies.  He 
then  confidently  inducted  Mr. 
Clayton  and  Mr.  Smith  into  the 
SGC  Coaches'  Hall  of  Fame.  The 
310  in  attendance  enthusiastically 
shared  in  these  presentations. 

Mr.  Dunkley,  still  shaken,  again 
addressed  the  group,  stuttering  and 
stammering.  The  Headtable  now- 
needed  a  chartered  accountant  to 
keep  track  of  his  mistakes:  Dr. 
Barlow  to  the  rescue. 

The  Junior  School  Principal 
reflected  upon  the  importance, 
strengths  and  success  of  our 
Athletic  programme,  and  com- 
mented on  the  positive  attitudes 
that  the  public  is  developing 
concerning  athletics  at  Saint 
George's  College.  Again,  everyone 
responded  enthusiastically;  the 
1983  Athletic  Banquet  was  a  great 
success. 

-Mr.  Armitage 


I 
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FORMAL 


THE  82  FORMAL 


This  year,  the  formal  was  held 
on  February  4,  and  therefore  early 
in  comparison  to  years  past.  As  in 
previous  instances,  there  was  a 
usual  rush  and  worry  for  a  date. 
Brent  Routledge  was  an  exception, 
of  course.  "Da  dames,  oh,  der's  a 
million  of  em." 

The  exening  began  with  the  well- 
loved  cocktail  and  dinner  parties. 
One  party  in  particular,  held  for 
the  grade   11 's,  was  a  success.   It 


was  hosted  at  Scott  Merrick's 
house,  his  mother  (the  perfect 
hostess)  keeping  everything  under 
control. 

The  night  spun  on  with  music, 
as  all  sturdy  men  showed  off  their 
luscious  women.  Even  Kevin  "The 
Dude"  Smith  was  looking  as 
"dudish"  as  ever.  It  was  nice  to 
see  some  of  the  staff  in  attendance 
(at  least  physically). 

Finally  the  music  faded  and  the 
dancing  stopped,  but  the  partying 
continued.  It  was  onto  Bill  Jackes' 
house    for    the    breakfast    party, 


where  everyone  was  invited.  The 
party  was  a  great  success,  even 
though  some  dates  were  tripped 
down  certain  basement  stairs. 

Then,  when  all  the  talking  and 
partying  had  stopped,  and  Andrew 
.Merrick  rescued  his  car  from  a 
ditch,  we  saw  that  all  thai 
remained  of  the  great  night  was 
the  body  of  Bill  Jackes,  lying  in 
the  middle  of  the  floor  sleeping 
like  a  babv. 


John  Cimba 
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When  putting  on  a  humorous  historical  drama  about 
the  fight  for  the  crown  in  England  one  must  not 
whistle.  That  was  the  hardest  thing  to  master,  but  once 
we  stopped  whistling,  the  acting  came  easily. 

Father  Michael,  who  never  raised  his  voice,  I  might 
add,  was  a  great  help  and  looks  great  in  a  tuxedo, 
which  I  think  he  wore  to  impress  the  mothers,  who 
were  part  of  the  sold  out  crowd  for  both  opening  and 
closing  nights. 

Most  of  our  rehearsals  for  the  "Lion  in  Winter" 
were  done  in  the  chapel,  which  is  not  the  best  place  to 
practice  love  scenes  between  men,  while  Ketchum  Hall 
and  our  new  stage  were  being  built.  To  add  to  the  new 
hall  we  had  a  set  designer  and  builder,  Graeme 
Morphy,  who  did  a  fantastic  job  (and  his  mother  was  a 
great  cook).  Our  lighting  manager  Mr.  Donn  and  his 
gang  were  also  great  considering  the  fact  that  until  the 
day  before  opening  night  we  were  set  to  do  the  show 
with  flashlights.  The  stage  crew,  with  Ho  Chi  Minh 
calling  the  Hawk,  also  helped  to  make  the  show  a  great 
success. 

Of  course  without  Stephen,  Bruce,  David,  Paul,  Sean 
and  Stephen,  the  two  in  drag  and  Jeff,  the  real  Queen 
of  England,  nothing  would  have  happened.  We  had  a 
great  time  and  thank  everyone  for  their  help  and 
support,  and  hope  that  Saint  George's  College  Drama 
continues  to  grow. 

"You  know,  I  hope  we  never  die." 

"I  hope  so  too." 

"You  think  there's  any  chance  of  it?" 

-Jeff  Latimer 
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On  9  February,  1983  ihc  Drama 
Society  presented  a  double  bill 
comprising  "The  Valiant"  by 
Holworthy  Hall  and  Robert 
Middlemass,  and  "The  Most 
Lamentable  Comedy  and  Most 
Cruel  Death  of  Pyramus  and 
Thisby"  by  William  Shakespeare. 

The  first  play  is  a  drama  about  a 
prisoner  awaiting  execution. 
Nothing  is  known  about  him, 
e.xcept  that  he  killed  a  man.  On  ihc 
evening  of  the  execution  a  girl 
arrives,  thinking  that  the  prisoner 
may  be  her  long-lost  brother. 
Although  he  recognizes  his  sister, 


the  prisoner  denies  knowing  the 
girl,  and  convinces  her  that  her 
brother  died  a  war  hero.  He  goes 
to  his  execution  with  his  head  held 
high. 

Corny?  Yes  -  but  ii  worked! 
And  this  was  so  primarily  because 
the  two  central  performances  were 
acted  with  great  sensitivity  by 
Stephen  Bolton  as  the  prisoner  and 
David  Hewlett  as  his  sister.  They 
were  abh  supported  by  .lamie 
Thompson  as  the  Warden  and 
Paul  Hawkins  as  ihe  prison 
chaplain.  Bruce  Patterson  and 
Michael  Tinner  did  well  in  smaller 


roles. 

The  second  play,  an  excerpt 
from  "A  Midsunnner  Night's 
Dream"  was  in  total  contrast,  .leff 
Latimer  as  Bottom  the  Weaver  led 
a  spirited  cast,  who  performed 
with  gusto. 

The  plays  were  directed  by  Fr. 
Michael,  designed  b>  Graeme 
Morphy.  and  lit  by  Mr.  Donn. 

The  audience  seemed  to  think 
the  whole  enterprise  was  wor- 
thwhile, and  we  certainly  enjoyed 
ourselves. 
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JUNIOR  SCHOOL  PLAY 


This  year's  Drama  Society  was 
very  special  for  two  reasons.  It  was 
the  first  time  in  two  years  that  the 
Junior  School  had  put  on  a  full 
length  three-act  play,  and  secondly 
we  were  able  to  show  some 
semblance  of  professionalism. 

Who  could  ever  forget  the 
sensational  dress  rehearsal,  more 
mixed  up  than  Rubik's  Cube? 
With  the  nonsensical  ad  libs  and 
the  back  stage  fighting  we  leapt 
into  stardom.  How  we  were  able  to 
make  Brother  Orchid  look  so  good 
on  opening  night  we  will  never 
know.  Possibly,  it  was  due  to  the 
wonderful  direction  of  Mark 
Stevenson  and  the  superb  acting 
and  determination  of  all  the  cast. 

Adrian  Melnick 
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THE  SPRING  DRAMA  FESTIVAL 


It  began  as  a  great  idea,  turned 
into  a  horror  show  and  finally 
developed  into  a  fantastic  evening. 
"The  Summit"  and  Gilbert  and 
Sullivan's  "Trial  by  Jury"  were 
the  features.  It  premiered  at 
Toronto's  Castle  Frank 
Auditorium  and  Show  Palace. 
Most  definitely  we  iiad  two 
evenings  of  fun  with  the  highlight 
being  the  musical.  Mr.  Demierre 
started  with  what  seemed  to  be  a 
bunch  of  ill-voiced  men,  but  after 
only  seven  months  of  training, 
perfect  music  was  heard.  Well,  at 


least  we  knew  the  words. 

The  girls  from  Havergal  led  by 
Sandy  Bulk  and  Pauline  Chan 
were  superb.  Their  beauty,  charm 
and  voices  made  the  whole  show 
worthwhile.  They  also  made  the 
search  for  formal  partners  much 
easier. 

The  most  difficult  part  for 
Father  Michael,  who  did  a  great 
directing  job,  quite  peacefully  I 
might  add  (though  Wolly  didn't 
think  so),  was  to  get  the  jurymen 
to  bob  their  heads  in  unison.  There 
were  only  two  performances,  when 


they  got  it  right. 

Rob,  Craw  and  Kevin  (and  Jeff) 
did  a  great  job,  even  though  only 
Craw  could  hit  the  right  notes. 

For  S.G.C.  this  was  a  first,  and 
due  to  its  success  a  tradition  that 
will  hopefully  continue. 

Thanks  to  Mr.  Demierre  for  all 
his  off-stage  help,  Havergal,  and 
of  course,  the  incomparable  Father 
Michael.  Remember  it's  "A  ruby" 
and  "Accept." 

-Jeff  Latimer 
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JUNIOR  SCHOOL  WALKATHON 


Calling  all  units!  Calling  all 
units!  St.  George's  boys  now 
leaving  Base  1.  Standby.  Repeat, 
standby. 

"These  words  tell  you  what  the 
annual  Junior  School  Walkathon 
was  like.  180  of  us  forgot  about 
afternoon  classes  and  walked 
around  Toronto  avoiding  dogs, 
pits  and  prefects.  We  all  stopped 
to  grub  with  the  teachers  at 
McDonald's  and  then  began 
walking  again.  People  were  lost 
but  no  one  phoned  from  Montreal. 
I  wonder  why  so  many  people  used 
so  many  TTC  tickets. 

Anyway,  we  made  it  back  and 
had  lots  of  fun  besides  raising 
money  for  charity.  As  we  saw  the 
last  people  finish,  we  began  to 
think  about  gym  the  next  day  and 
wondered  what  excuse  we  would 
use  to  have  a  needed  rest." 

The  above  document  was  found 
by  myself  while  detaining  160  1/2 
St.  George's  boys  after  their 
walkathon. 

Lt.  O'Hara,  54  Division 
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ASSOCIATION  DINNER 
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To  the  best  of  my  recolleciion 
(which  my  classmates  lell  me 
should  not  be  much)  the  1983 
edition  of  the  Men's  Association 
Dinner  was  a  great  success. 

Association  president  Da\id  Mc 
"What  did  Charlie  call  him?" 
introduced  guest  speaker  Charlie 
Farquharson  (a.k.a.  Don  Harron) 
who  gave  the  large  audience  of  old 
boys,  fathers,  masters  and  grade 
I3's  an  amusing  disertation  on 
everything  from  golf  to  govern- 
ment and  some  things  in  between. 

Bill  Jackes,  our  head  prefect 
e.xpressed  the  sentiments  of  the 
graduating  class,  and  with  a  speech 
from  the  headmaster,  the 
Association  paid  tribute  to  Father 
Pegler  who  lea\es  us  for  England. 

At  the  end  of  the  evening  the 
I3's  and  a  selected  few  masters 
went  and  tried  to  close  the  J.M., 
but  instead  experienced  the  joys  of 
not  being  served. 

We  shall  chalk  it  up  to  ex- 
perience! 

-  Andrew  Walker 
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CAMERA  CLUB 


is    the     leader    of    the 

Camera  Club.  Although  is 

one  of  the  more  outstanding 
members,  he  can  be  remarkably 
dense   when   circumstances   govern 

(Caw,  Caw).  has  a  habit  of 

answering  all  but  the  most  stupid 
of  questions,  and  also  becomes 
quite  irritated  over  small,  minor, 
and  even  non-existent  problems  in 

the      darkroom. ,      our 

photographer  in  the  making,  took 
a  year  off  and  only  managed  to 
shoot    around    40    pictures.    Even 

worse    was    ,    who    no    one 

knew  was  even  in  the  club  until  the 

last    week    of   May.    is    a 

blooming  photojournalist,  was 
afraid  to  take  a  candid  shot  of  Mr. 
Donn,   lest  he  find  a  large  chunk 

taken  out  of  his  tibia.  did 

noi    know    that    the    film    actually 


came  out  of  the  cassette,  until  he 
decided  to  pull  it  out. 

,      the      junior      school 

correspondant ,  was  quite 
frequently  stepped  on,  much  to  the 
delight  of  unwilling  subjects. 

was  a  great  contributor. 

Apple  cores,  oranges  peels  and 
watermelon  seeds  added  a  special 
"touch"  to  our  already  exquisitely 
decorated    darkroom,    painted    by 

none    other    than    ,    whose 

interior  decorating  skills  are  simply 
unrivaled. 

We    must     not     forget    , 

whose  well  wishing  thoughts  from 
a  hospital  bed  travelled  on  a  south 
wind   to   the   low   around   S.G.C., 

and who  guided  us  through 

an  eventful,  if  not  enjoyable,  year. 

-The  Focal  Point 
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PRIZE  DAY 


As  the  monotonous  drone 
emitted  from  the  speakers,  and  the 
wafts  of  stining  heat  crossed  the 
room,  we  knew  that  it  was  either 
the  butt  end  of  a  nuclear  holocaust 
or  the  19th  annual  St.  George's 
Prize  Day. 

As  usual,  this  year's  Prize  Day 
was  held  on  one  o\'  the  hottest 
days  of  the  year.  The  speeches 
began  in  fine  form  with  a  detailed 
report  by  Mr.  Allen  on  ihc  past 
year's  activities. 

Unfortunately  the  audiophonic 
paraphenalia  didn't  quite  fimciion 
properly,  and  onh  alter  a  few 
alterations  and  suggesiions  b\  a 
beleaguered  Mr.  liradley  did  the 
system  deliver  as  intended. 

One  very  touching  moment  was 
when  David  Gordon  presented  our 
school  with  two  C^iilci  sabres,  in 
thanks  for  his  valued  education  at 
St.  George's. 


As  the  ceremony  progressed  one 
could  not  help  but  notice  that  an 
increasingh  large  number  of 
teachers  and  staff  are  leaving  us 
next  year  for  bigger  and  better 
things.  Mr.  Stuart  Donn  is  leaving 
for  a  year's  sabbatical  at  Cornell. 
Mr.  Victor  Clayton  is  leaving  St. 
George's  after  many  years  o(  hard 
work  for  Holy  Trinity  School  in 
Thornhill.  Mr.  Doug  Smith  is  also 
leaving  us  for  a  year  in  a  teacher 
exchange  program  with  Crescent 
School.  Last,  but  not  least,  Father 
Arthur  Pegler,  our  resident 
French  English  /  History/  Latin/ 
German  eccentric  is  retiring  from 
the  education  way  this  vear  to  take 
up  a  parish  near  London,  England. 

Bill  Jackes'  valedictorian  speech 
brought  a  happy  end  to  the  day. 

-Ed. 
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ARTS 
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E.T.H. 


Have  you  ever  wondered  how 
ihe  average  housewife  spends  her 
day?  You  probably  never  have,  bui 
let's  report  on  the  daily  acti\itics 
of  an  E.T.H.  (extra-terrestrial 
housewife)  better  known  as  my 
Mom.  My  mother  hates  the  title 
housewife  like  mosquitoes  hate 
Raid!  She  likes  to  refer  to  herself 
as  a  Domestic  Engineer,  which 
rather  confused  the  flustered 
Census  taker  on  a  recent  \isit  to 
our  home. 

Mom  is  a  nocturnal  creature 
who  is  only  semi-conscious  early  in 
the  morning.  At  6:30  AM  she  rises 
amidst  the  grunts  and  groans, 
stumbles  downstairs  and  proceeds 
to  make  our  lunches.  My  father 
handles  the  breakfast  operation 
out  of  fear  that  the  house  may 
burn  down  if  m>  mother  attempts 
to  make  toast. 

Being  curious  as  to  what  lunch 
holds  in  store  for  me,  I  often  ask 
what's  in  my  sandwich.  My  mother 
stares  blankly  and  replies,  "Who 
knows,  it's  going  to  be  a  surprise 
for  both  of  us  dear." 

It's  7:30  AM,  my  mother  is  fully 
conscious  and  has  taken  up  her 
post  as  chief  of  the  farewell 
committee  at  the  back  door  to  see 
us  happily  off  to  school. 


I  shall  now  describe  her  activities 
during  the  span  of  time  from  7:30 
AM  to  4:30  PM  as  it  was  ac- 
curately passed  on  to  me  from 
E.T.H. 

For  the  next  hour  my  mother 
marches  from  room  to  room 
making  beds,  reorganizing  the 
total  chaos  in  each  bed  chamber 
while  she  \ows  to  cut  us  all  out  of 
her  \vill  if  we  don't  start  looking 
after  our  rooms! 

My  mother  gets  an  added  bonus 
on  this  particular  morning  as  she 
enters  the  disaster  area  where  my 
five  year  old  brother  sleeps.  It 
seems  he  forgot  to  close  the  cage 
door  after  feeding  his  darling  little 
gerbils.  The  hysterical  animals  are 
now  all  tangled  into  David's 
bedspread  and  are  running  wildly 
around  as  small  lumps  under  the 
covers.  Mother  finally  rescues  the 
little  guys,  but  1  don't  think  that 
they  will  ever  dare  venture  out  of 
their  cage  again  if  they  understand 
what  "fried  and  served  for  sup- 
per" meant. 

The  morning  is  flying  by  and  the 
highlight  of  mother's  day  has 
finally  arrived.  She  dons  her  blue 
jogging  suit  and  sets  out  on  her 
half  hour  run.  Through  blizzards, 
rain  or  shine  etc.  she  jogs  through 


the  streets  with  a  faraway  look  on 
her  face  as  though  communicating 
with  some  distant  planet,  com- 
municating to  other  E.T.H.'s. 

Returning  refreshed  and  full  of 
renewed  energy,  she  tackles  one  of 
her  many  renovation  projects,  all 
part  of  our  never  ending  two  year 
addition  to  the  house.  .Most  houses 
smell  of  gingerbread  and  chocolate 
cake,  but  as  1  stumble  through  the 
door  after  a  hard  day  at  S.G.C.  I 
alinosi  suffocate  from  the  horrible 
odour  seeping  from  my  mother's 
collection  of  paints  and  varnish 
cans,  and  all  this  as  she  hammers 
and  varnishes  her  way  around  the 
room. 

She  then  quickly  whips  up  a 
large  batch  of  sixty  Rice  Krispie 
squares  to  be  stored  carefully  for 
the  next  week's  hotdog  lunch.  1 
silently  pray  that  the  liquid  varnish 
sitting  on  the  kitchen  counter  isn't 
an  ingredient  in  her  gourmet  ef- 
forts. 

Later,  as  1  sit  in  my  bedroom 
doing  homework,  I  think  to  myself 
that  perhaps  my  mother  is  slightly 
eccentric  at  times.  After  all,  she  is 
an  E.T.H.,  you  know  ! 

Peter  Vaillancourt 


THE  PRESIDENTIAL  ADDRESS 


SCENE  I  -  (office,  in  the  White 
House,  mid-afternoon.  The  lights 
start  at  medium  brightness,  ,  ex- 
hibiting Ronald  Reagan  seated 
behind  a  large  desk.  The  President 
is  busy  straightening  out  papers. 
He  stops  the  sorting  and  stares  at 
the  desk  photograph  of  his  wife.) 

RONALD  REAGAN  (in 
traditional  drawl)  -  Well  Nancy,  I 
sure  wish  you  were  here  with  me 
today,  but  1  ...  1  know  how  much 
Macy's  spring  sale  means  to  you. 
Why,  today  is  probably  the  most 
exciting  day  I've  had  since,  well, 
the  time  Jimmy  Stewart  asked  ine 
the  way  to  Studio  6B.  Yep  ...  I  am 
on  my  way.  This  TV  show  is  only 


the  beginning,  a  whole  new  career 

is    waiting    out    there    for    me.    - 

(Reagan  begins  to  hum  "there's  no 

business    like    show    business!"    A 

Presidential  Aide  enters  from  stage 

left) 

AIDE  -  Sir?  (Reagan  ignores  him) 

Sir?!     I've    got     some     important 

issues  that  require  your  immediate 

attention. 

RONALD  REAGAN  -  Are  they  to 

do  with  my  show? 

AIDE  -  Ah,  no  sir,  but  ... 

RONALD  REAGAN  -  Well.  I  am 

sorry  but  I  just  don't  have  time  for 

the      nation's      trivial      problems. 

Makeup?    Where    the    hell    is    my 

makeup  man? 

(Makeup  man  enters,  and  begins  to 


work  on  Reagan.) 
AIDE  -  Sir,  we  have  10  000  people 
marching  outside,  each  and  every 
one  is  in  defiance  to  your  new 
policy  concerning  nuclear  missiles. 
They  say  that  they're  not  going 
home  until  you  give  them  your 
promise  for  some  sort  of  arms 
limitations. 

RONALD  REAGAN  -  Don't  those 
people  realize!  I  am  on  the  air  in 
an  hour  and  a  half,  how  arc  they 
going  to  see  my  show  if  they're 
sitting  in  the  rain?  (Reagan  turns 
to  the  makeup  man)  Do  you  have 
to  put  that  much  powder  on  my 
face,  it  makes  my  eyes  water! 

Colin  Paul 
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HAM  AND  CHEESE 


"I'll  have  the  Ham  and  Cheese 
over  there  please,  and  a  coffee." 

The  night  watchman  started. 

"Been  a  long  night,  eh  Joe?" 

"Yea,  I'm  starving  -  the  missus 
couldn't  make  my  snack  cause  she's 
sick  in  bed." 

"Here  you  go,  and  that  will  be 
$2.60  please." 

Joe  paid  the  man  and  went  back 
to  his  booth  -  the  same  booth  that 
would  become  his  tomb.  He  opened 
the  coffee  and  laid  it  on  the  small 
table  and  then  unwrapped  the 
sandwich.  After  laying  the  sandwich 
down  on  the  table  he  took  out  a 
magazine.  His  attention  was  so 
taken  by  the  article  that  he  didn't 
notice  the  Ham  and  Cheese  moving 
towards  his  leg.  Before  he  could  do 
anything  the  sandwich  had  his  leg 
off  and  was  munching  contentedly 
on  it.  After  this  snack  it  went  out 
for  a  walk  in  Central  Park. 

"Oh  my  darling,  I  love  you."  The 
Ham  and  Cheese  couldn't  un- 
derstand English  so  it  attacked  the 
lovers  behind  the  bushes.  After  this 
he  went  back  to  his  maker,  the  Deli 
Owner. 

"Did  you  complete  your  mission 
sandwich?"  the  owner  asked. 

"Ya  volt  Herr  Kommendant." 

-Tony  Wild 
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WHY  THIS  HOLIDAY  WAS  PARTICULARLY  BAD 


Many  of  the  Christmas  cards  that 
I  received  showed  peaceful  snow 
scenes.  I  had  planned  to  enjoy  a 
peaceful  holiday,  but  fate  decided 
otherwise.  My  father  and  I  had 
every  intention  of  building  an  ice 
rink,  but  our  hopes  melted  away  in 
the  record  seventeen  degree  heat 
wave.  We  followed  the  weather 
reports  and  mentally  charted  the 
course  of  the  "Denver  Storm."  Our 
expectations  were  blown  away  on 
the  same  wind  that  took  the  tiles  off 
our  garage  roof. 

It  was  the  week  before  Christmas 
when  all  through  the  house  our 
enthusiasm  piled  deep  as  the  snow 
built  a  heap.  I  shovelled  and  carted 
the  snow  from  the  front  path, 
sidewalk  and  wherever  else  I  could, 
to  build  walls  for  the  ice  rink.  It  was 
tedious  work,  but  1  knew  that  it 
would  end  in  hours  of  pleasure  for 
the  family  and  friends.  I  produced  a 
wall  all  around  the  back  yard  and 
was   thoroughly   impressed   by   my 


labour.  When  it  melted  I  was  so 
depressed  that  I  would  have  been 
almost  ready  to  return  to  school. 

The  elements  were  really  against 
me,  for  after  the  heat  we  were 
ravaged  by  the  wind.  The  garage 
roof  tiles,  having  taken  wings,  left 
my  father  and  I  with  the  task  of 
replacing  them.  There  1  was,  a 
dejected  soul,  clinging  to  the  roof 
with  a  hammer  in  the  right  hand, 
asphalt  tiles  in  the  left  hand,  and 
nails  between  my  teeth,  and  longing 
for  school  to  start.  At  the  end  it  was 
at  least  a  pleasure  to  have  completed 
the  job. 

I've  always  heard  it  said  that 
troubles  come  in  threes.  I  therefore 
spent  the  rest  of  my  vacation 
wondering  what  nature  had  in  store 
for  me.  Imagine  my  relief  when  the 
school  bell  rang.  I  had  cheated 
nature  by  one  disaster,  but  she  still 
beat  me  by  a  score  of  two  to  one. 

-Stuart  Woolard 
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HOW  ELECTRICITY  CAME  TO  BE 


THE  FUNERAL 


Long  ago,  when  men  were  still 
monkeys  swinging  in  the  trees, 
there  lived  upon  the  earth  a  race  of 
beings  who  called  thcmschcs  the 
Lilckirii.  These  beings  were 
composed  of  pure  energy.  They 
neither  ate  nor  drank,  nor  died  of 
old  age.  They  were  very  powerful. 
When  they  exercised  their  powers, 
the  earth  shook,  the  sky  si/zled 
and  the  oceans  receded  from  their 
shores  in  fright. 

The  Elektrii  loved  metal, 
especially  gold,  silver  and  copper. 
They  hoarded  these  metals  so 
jealously  that  huge  mountains  of 
glimmering  metal  were  formed, 
dotting  the  horizon  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  see. 

For  many  millenia,  the  great 
gods  of  Xanthar  had  watched  the 
Elektrii  become  more  and  more 
powerful,  until  they  decided  that 
they  must  act.  They  chose  from 
among  themselves  their  most 
powerful  champions;  Ungar,  who 
had  the  strength  to  move 
mountains;  Alia,  a  goddess  who 
had   such  beautv   that   men   foraot 


their  names;  Telinok,  who  had 
such  mental  powers  that  he  could 
disintegrate  another's  mind  with 
but  a  thought;  Watoa,  who  could 
cause  huge  deluges  of  water  to 
ra\age  the  land;  and  Nakon,  who 
could  create  a  darkness  that  one 
could  never  escape.  These  were  the 
Gods  sent  against  the  rising  threat 
of  the  Elektrii. 

The  only  god  to  sur\ive  the 
battles  with  the  Elektrii  was  Alia, 
and  her  beautiful  face  was  so 
ravaged  that  she  swore  she  would 
wear  a  veil  to  cover  it  until  the  day 
of  Kalenak,  when  all  things  ended. 
Ungar,  Telinok,  Waton  and  Nakon 
had  all  been  destroyed  by  the 
Elektrii.  But  they  had  ac- 
complished what  they  had  set  out 
to  do.  They  had  imprisoned  the 
Elektrii  in  the  metals  they  loved  so 
much.  That  is  why,  even  today, 
you  find  mysterious  forces  in 
metals  such  as  gold,  siKer  and 
copper.  The  Elektrii  are  still 
imprisoned  in  the  metal. 

-Svend  V'idebak 


.^s  the  frail  white  flakes  of  snow  fell 

.'\n  airy  white  ambience  surrounded 

the  tree. 

Its  branches  were  delicately  hung 

With  the  tassels  of  nature's  funeral 

shroud. 

A  few  cardinals  sang. 

And  the  wind  gave  its  eulogy. 

Then,  the  ser\  ice  over; 

The  storm  came  up  and  swept  clean 

the      branches      of     their      gentle 

covering. 

An  icy  snow  sealed  the  tomb; 

The  tree  awaited  rebirth. 

-R.  Devry 
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WHEN  YOU  GET  OLDER 


Scene  Eight:  The  room  is  dark  except  for  a  shaft  of 
moonlight  coming  in  the  window.  Mr.  Perkins  is  lying 
in  bed  when  the  door  opens.  A  figure  in  a  nurse's 
uniform  enters. 

Nurse:  (huskily)  Hello  Mr.  Perkins,  (pause)  You'll 
never  know  who  your  killer  is,  will  you?  (whispering) 
What  a  pity.  With  the  rest  of  the  patients  I  had  to  use 
a  chemical,  but  with  you  it  can  be  anything.  You  see, 
Mr.  Perkins,  after  I  kill  you  my  mission  is  finished.  I 
could  move  on  to  another  old  folks  home  and  kill  some 
more  old  people  but  I  want  to  savour  this  moment 
forever.  I  hate  the  elderly.  They  waste  my  money  and 
everyone  else's.  Hopefully  someone  will  follow  in  my 
footsteps  until  we  get  rid  of  all  of  you  ...  Kill  you  all 
as  soon  as  you  turn  sixty.  Then  we  can  live  without 
your  harping  about  how  the  world  turns  or  how  you 
would  have  done  it.  No  more  of  your  reminding  us  of 
how  good  things  used  to  be  or  how  bad  things  are 
now.  You  make  me  sick  with  your  idiosyncrasies  and 
your  hypocrisy.  The  world  of  today  is  controlled  by 
youths  who  know  what's  going  on.  If  I  had  it  my  way 
we'd  take  the  nursing  homes  and  make  them  cells.  But 
that  will  never  happen  as  long  as  there  are  old  people 
in  power.  So  I  have  to  kill  you  one  by  one  and  then 
throw  your  rotting  bodies  to  the  dogs  so  that  I  can 
demonstrate  your  worth,  (chuckles)  I  should  have  killed 
the  others  with  strychnine  and  watched  them  contort 
like  rabid  dogs,  just  to  show  them  that  things  aren't 
quite  as  secure  as  they  think  they  are.  I  would  have 
loved  to  watch  them  slowly  die,  but  I  would  have  been 
caught  and  not  been  able  to  eliminate  the  rest  of  the 
patients  over  sixty  in  the  ward.  At  last,  however,  I  can 
kill   you.   (pause)   Yes,   you    ...    because   you   are   the 


symbol  of  everything  that  I  hate  in  old  people.  You 
want  to  try  and  be  young  but  you  can't  be.  You'd 
screw  up  everything  else  in  the  world,  (sarcastically) 
But  that's  okay  because  you're  entitled  to  it.  (pause) 
You  said  I'm  the  only  person  you  had  any  sentiment 
towards  in  this  hospital.  That  was  because  you  felt  that 
I  understood  you.  (pause)  I  understood  you  ...  too 
well.  I  know  all  of  your  little  tricks  that  you  try  and 
use  for  sympathy  so  you  can  get  your  own  way.  I  know 
what  you  will  try  and  do  if  I  don't  stop  you.  (pause) 
You  pretend  to  be  kind  and  nice,  but  deep  down  inside 
you're  conniving  and  scheming  and  planning  your  dirty 
plots.  You've  got  lots  of  people  on  your  side  as  well. 
Making  medicines  and  machines  to  prolong  your 
despicable  lives.  We  should  have  let  disease  take  the 
old,  the  sick,  and  the  weak  but  you  convinced  them  to 
let  you  live.  Now  the  world  is  overpopulated  and  the 
young  are  starving,  (pause)  When  I  kill  you  the  world 
will  be  rid  of  one  more  elderly  person  dependent  on 
someone  else.  I  hope  you  rot  in  hell!  To  me,  it's  a  sin 
to  grow  old.  I'll  blow  my  brains  out  before  I  become 
part  of  your  clan.  I  hope  this  is  a  sign  to  the  rest  of  the 
world  to  get  off  their  asses  and  to  kill  the  vegetables  of 
the  world.  The  elderly  should  be  burned  en  masse,  and 
we  could  use  the  power  to  heat  our  homes.  You  would 
be  a  lot  more  use.  Mr.  Perkins,  you  may  just  be  a 
small  person  to  mankind,  but  you're  a  large  person  to 
me. 

(At  this  point  Laura,  the  nurse,  raises  a  knife  over  her 
head,  but  before  she  can  bring  it  down  the  room  goes 
pilch  black  ...) 

-Gregor  Gilbert 
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IT'S  A  LIVING 


As  I  sat  in  the  hut  staring  at  nothing  but  the  din 
floor  and  the  straw  walls,  thoughts  of  my  wile  were 
running  through  my  mind.  I  couldn't  stop  thinking  of 
how  beautiful  Carol  really  was  and  how  I  could  lose 
her  in  the  next  hour. 

After  fifteen  minutes  of  just  sitting  and  thinking,  a 
man  stepped  in  the  doorway.  He  was  a  black  man, 
with  short  hair  and  a  ring  through  his  nose.  He  put  a 
thick  black  mask  over  my  head  and  told  me  that  the 
lime  had  come.  He  explained  that  I  was  going  to  be 
thrown  into  the  rushing  waters  of  the  Niger  River,  as  a 
sacrifice  to  the  great  water  god,  by  the  African  tribe, 
Tashica. 

I  then  felt  him  push  me  out  the  door  and  onto  the 
burning  sands.  1  could  hear  the  loud  chants  in  the  far 
distance  from  those  Africans  gathered  to  see  the 
gruesome  show.  As  I  kept  walking,  the  chants  grew 
louder  and  louder,  soon  I  could  hear  the  sound  of  the 
rushing  rapids  coming  closer  and  closer. 

My  feet  felt  as  though  I  was  walking  on  burning 
ashes,  causing  me  to  fall  to  my  knees.  I  was  then  given 
one  swift  kick  to  the  stomach,  falling  over  but  I  pushed 
to  get  up.  I  staggered  back  on  my  feet  and  began 
walking  in  the  direction  where  the  chants  were  coming. 
While  walking  and  listening  to  the  sound  of  the  rushing 
water  coming  closer,  the  chants  grew  louder.  I  began  to 
feel  my  heart  beat  faster  against  my  ribcage.  I  was  no 
longer  feeling  the  pain  of  the  burning  sand  on  my  feet, 
but  just  thinking  of  the  life  I  li\ed  and  the  eood  limes  I 
had. 

I  felt  a  hand  on  my  shoulder  signalling  for  me  to 
stop  walking.  I  listened  \ery  carefully  for  the  chants, 
but  the\'  had  stopped.  All  1  could  hear  was  the  sounds 
of  the  roaring  waters  hundreds  of  feet  below  where  1 
stood.  My  palms  began  to  sweat  and  my  stomach 
ached  as  I  waited  impatiently  for  the  push  that  was  to 
send  me  trembling  into  the  heavy  waters  below.  Then, 
without  any  warning  at  all,  I  felt  two  hands  wrap 
around  my  hips,  lift  me  high  into  the  air  and  toss  me 
downwards. 

While  falling,  I  quickly  ripped  the  mask  off  my  face 
so  that  1  could  sec.  1  hit  the  water  with  a  hard  slap, 
being  knocked  badly.  Then  I  pushed  my  feet  up  from  a 
rock  underneath,  broke  the  water,  and  took  a  great 
gasp  for  air.  The  current  was  carrying  me  farther 
downstream,  while  I  tried  pushing  off  the  many  rocks 
to  direct  myself  towards  shore.  Trying  not  to  take  in 
any  water,  I  felt  my  foot  touch  bottom.  Taking  one 
last  gulp  of  air,  1  threw  myself  towards  shore,  then 
grabbed  the  various  rocks  and  tree  trunks  sticking  out 
from  the  sand  and  dragged  myself  onto  the  land. 

Trying  to  catch  my  breath  for  a  moment,  1  stood  up 
to  signal  a  group  of  men  waiting  in  a  boat  across  the 
river,  to  tell  them  that  I  was  alright.  Thinking  for  a 
moment,  I  realized  how  nervewracking  it  is  to  be  a 
siuntman. 


-.lohn  Cimba 
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WE  DANCE 

We  dance  'till  the  dawn  that  knows  no  end, 
From  the  night  that  lies  around  the  bend. 
Watch  us,  if  you  dare  turn  midnight  bhnd. 
As  we  cascade  through  your  well-worn  mind. 
Tell  the  souls  of  which  you  think  our  trails. 
And  see  them  turned  to  crimson  sails 
That  fly  and  sway  as  our  bodies  prance; 
Beating  into  pulp,  into  endless  trance. 
Our  feet  never  stop  and  like  our  hands. 
Are  relentless  in  their  pressed  demands. 
See  the  tissue  and  the  pumping  heart. 
Pushed  to  their  ends  as  we  come  apart. 
We  rend  matter,  twisting  to  and  fro. 
Turn  happiness,  sorrow  to  woe. 
In  your  brain  the  rhythm  does  not  stop. 
As  it  drives  from  bottom  to  top. 

Fear  our  evil. 

Fear  too  our  good. 

Let  us  not  be  misunderstood. 

Andre  Czegledy-Nagy 


THE  PEGASUS 

The  Pegasus  is  a  beautiful  mystery  horse. 

Which  in  life  has  no  certain  course. 

Its  colour  is  shiny  white 

With  powerful  wings,  that  shine  in  moonlight 

This  horse,  as  they  say, 

Carried  Perseus  away 

The  myths  say  he  lives  on  a  ledge. 

There  he  will  eat  from  a  magical  hedge. 

He's  a  stallion,  a  stallion  of  power 

Which  comes  and  goes  almost  every  hour. 

Even  though  most  people  have  not  seen  him 

He  still  remains  in  some  people's  heads. 


Sun  rise 

Glistening  on  the  morning  dew 

Bright  Red 

Turning  Skies  and  Oceans  blue. 

Do  we  know  it'll  come  again? 

Sun  Rise 

A  glimpse  of  life  for  dying  men 

Sun  Set 

Softly  glowing  in  the  sky 

Soon  gone 

A  time  to  bid  the  sun  good-bye 

And  we  hope  for  life  once  more 

Then  sun  Rise 

Opening  up  the  Morning's  door. 


Adam  Massev 


Daniel  Vibe 
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THE  GRINDING  WHEELS  OF  IMAGERY 

Round  and  round 
The  grinding  wheels 
Of  imagery  revolves 

Twisi  and  turn 

The  mysteries 

Til  the  Day  unsolve 

Up  and  down 
The  silvery  moon 
Fills  the  absent  sky 
In  and  out 
We  breathe  the  air 
Awaken  with  a  cry. 
Through  and  through 
We  waste  our  days 
Til  the  clocks  unwound 
But  on  and  on 
The  grinding  wheels 
Of  imagery  turn  round. 

John  Eastcott 
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AS  A  DOVE 

I  stood  and  stared  at  concrete  blocks, 
At  ash  stained  walls  of  smoke  and  dust. 
As  yellow  papers  passed  in  Hocks 
By  ancient  street  lamps  red  with  rust. 
How  often  I  have  tried  to  hide! 
The  city  creeps  and  crawls  outside. 

i  walked,  headdovvn,  across  a  park 
With  stunted  trees  and  lifeless  grass 
That  lived  in  air  so  cold  and  dark. 
I  stepped  slowly  as  1  passed 
A  murkv  stream  that  swelled  in  grime 
No  place  to  run.  to  drop  in  time. 

There  is  no  hope!  yet  like  a  Dove 
That  nies  to  land  in  peaceful  grace. 
The  olive  grows  to  rest  in  love, 
and  leave  behind  the  human  race 
To  swallow  nature  in  her  pride. 
How  often  I  have  tried  to  hide. 

Tonv  Wilson 
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EDUCATION  PLUS  WORK 


AN  UNBEATABLE  FORMULA 

FOR  SUCCESS 
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Children  have  more  need 
of  models  than  of  critics. 
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Nobody  else  has  your 
insurance  problem  . . . 

because  no  two  people  have  exactly  the  same  needs  and  goals.  Let 
us  show  you  the  benefits  of  a  complete  insurance  program  custom- 
tailored  for  you  alone. 


HULL 

INSURANCE 

GROUP 


THOMAS  I.  HULL  INSURANCE  LIMITED 
HULL  LIFE  INSURANCE  AGENCIES  LIMITED 

Royal  Bank  Plaza,  South  Tower 
P.O.  Box  126.  Suite  2880 
Toronto,  Ontario  MSJ  2)3 


Best  Wishes 
from 


SUTTON  PAINTING  LIMITED 


1239  Bathurst  Street 
Toronto,  Ontario  M5R  3H3 

Phone  533-3337 
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WE  HAVE  EXPANDED  •  COME  AND  VISIT  OUR  NEW  MENS  SHOP 


430  Eglinton  Av 

enue  West,  Toronto,  Ontario  MSN  1A2 
481-4459 
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H.fl 

.Kl  3Syid  company  limited 
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Compliments 
of 


HARRIES,  HOUSER 


Best  Wishes  to 

St.  George's  College 

from 


REGAL  TOY  (1982)  LTD, 
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To  our  friends  at 

St.  George's  College 
CONGRATULATIONS  AND  BEST  WISHES 

M  HURON  COLLEGE  \i[^ 

^^^  SINCE  1863,  THE  FOUNDING  COLLEGE  OF 

The  University  of  Western  Ontario 

LONDON,  CANADA 

Senior  Students  -  Thinking  of  University?  Your  inquiries 
are  invited.  Please  see  your  university  advisor  or  write: 

The  Registrar 

Huron  College 

London,  Ontario  N6G  1H3 

Telephone:  1-519-438-7224 


GEORGE  GRIFFITHS  &  SONS  LTD 


MECHANICAL  CONTRACTORS 

PLUMBING 

HEATING 

AUTOMATIC  SPRINKLERS 

GAS  PIPING 

PROCESS  PIPING 

COMMERCIAL 

INDUSTRIAL 

RESIDENTIAL 

300  Steel  Case  Rd.  West 

Unit  25,  Markham 

Ontario 

475-6518 
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TjorhmnU 


m:^^ 


3501    YONGE   STREET    •    TORONTO.  ONTARIO   M4N  2N5 

Telephone   485  -  7641 


SATISFIED  CUSTOMERS  OUR  MOST  IMPORTANT  ASSET 


SEE  US  FIRST  FOR  YOUR 

SUMMER 

ENTERTAINING 

SUPPLIES 


1103A  Yonge  Street,  Toronto     923-9330 
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DUNWOODY 
&  COMPANY 

CHARTERED  ACCOUNTANTS 

OFFICES  IN  PRINCIPAL 
CITIES  ACROSS  CANADA 

INTERNATIONALLY 

DUNWOODY  ROBSON 

McGLADREY  &  PULLEN 

John  G.  Sayers,  F.C.A. 


With  the  Compliments 

of 


FLAIR  HAIR  CARE  INC. 


88  Orfus  Rd. 

Toronto,  Ontario 

M6A  1L9 


ADRIAN  SHOES 
SPECIALISTS 

FOR  CHILDREN  AND  TEENS 

3223  Yonge  St.,  Toronto 

485-6203 


R.T.N. 
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Thanks  to  Those 

Residence  226-3648                 Office  223-3310 

FREE-FLYING  DONATORS 

KEVIN  W.  HICKS 

1      •l1alaVi^>W>)      /\./\.V^>la 

k, 

ONTARIO  LAND  ECONOMIST 
CHARTERED  SURVEYOR 

^Jf 

DAVIS,  HICKS  AND  O'BRIEN  LTD. 

REAL  ESTATE  APPRAISERS 

AND  CONSULTANTS 

L^^^Sr 

74  Sheppard  Ave.  West 
Willowdale,  Ont.  M2N  1M3 

%^gp;g^r 

10-S 


"More  Beans  Please!" 


11A 
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12W 


ENJOY 
YOURSELF 
IT'S  LATER 
THAN  YOU 
THINK 
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i>^  "^OSL'^IV^ 
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Turvey's  Trouble 


McEIroy's  Marau( 

iers  f ■ 

2    . 

m- 

^_ 

E 

r^^ 

(follrgr         J 

If     ^ 


FORDYCE      &     FRAMPTON 

electrical  contractors 

19  PRIMROSE  AVE.  TORONTO,  ONT  M8V1P7 


RESIDENTIAL 

COMMERCIAL 

and 

INDUSTRIAL 


CONTRACTORS   TO   THE  COLLEGE 


ROSS  FRAMPTON  Tel.   251-0671 
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